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An Opening 


remember when we 

sat on the grass spread eagle, 

the only thing we had to ward off was 

insects, or too much sunlight 

in oureyes- 

no, it's not going back to childhood, but that blunt curve 
where the mind goes blank- this is not adulthood but a vacant field, 
some of us are lucky enough in that span of time to feign growth, 
though it doesn't happen until the big carwash of whatever loss happens, 
it's a greater loss than that which was sensed before- and the monstrous 
wings of the world open up. 

when i'm talking aboutthis 

i try not to be too imposing at least in mind- 

to impose frail hieroglyphs on we, you, or I- 

and i stand by that effort because chosen 

silence isn't fascism, when we choose to be silent 

in the top layers where all the static is, 

it's a choice, the wings of the world, in our hearts and our 

air, but all the while unraveling and for some of us 

never fully touched, were there too many walks? did i 

stare at nature too much, trying to recover what i thought was lost? 

i listen to a singer sing "burn your fire for no witness"- 

i felt the eyes of the world upon me when i left the life i knew. 

but now i know that while atmospherics will always influence, 
the arrow that flies in the inner chambers 
is always the strongest when all predictability is eclipsed, 
when the great sky is seen, when the blindspot is the realm 
in which work can be done, in the basement of the dormitory, 
the drab hauntedness, but all the time, i was merely missing 
a fire that wasn't in ecstasy- or if it was it was notto be drummed up 
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by the trumpets of sun and sage- it was the rock 
of transfusion, transubstantiation 

that burns inside the rote recoil- to see the concerns that huddled my din, 
and bring them all into writing, i must have been told it, so i can't 
blame myself, and so i think- 

on and on, about the past that never leaves me. if it's wintertime in the heart, 

and all of the clouds have subsided- 

the drum of the fusion beats on and on. never become 

imprisoned by a lake, never reach 

without the nectar of something recovered. 



Messengers 


it was the infancy 

and yet a plasmic liminality- 

knives were brought to the table, gestures 

were made in concerned wavelengths, the voice box 

wandered through the forest of symbols, looking 

at phases of gauze, and windows covered by new cement. 

it was the infancy of something that still has not been named, 

deep in me, it was the last time i could make my hand 

touch a woman's arm. from then on i could not retrieve a certain form 

of spontaneity, but the summer still sweltered, and the pines still stood, 

observant, a sea parted but i always distrusted it. the same is true for another sea. 

i took one path, and perhaps there is no path but the sideways step- 

forget these images of parted seas- 

the biblical can only ignite the ephemeral. 

in endurance a thicker strand but must be adhered to. 

in those years, i wanted answers- 

one man said that the blossoming comes from a secret drum, 

another said that the safety comes from a sacred heart- 

and a woman said 

that no snow can fall on a river of blood, to tell the honest truth, 
i yearn to touch the shredded ring of that last statement- 

if i could let my background and foreground be more 
than enigmatic weeds. 
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Plea 


must not see it as a triptych- or else 

only see the only triptych that lies beneath the surface- 

that there is a beginning, a middle, and an end. 

and that these will be in multitudes, and 

must not see the invisible walls impaling the steeple of breath- 

may see the nightlightthat rolls around my vision- or the ending of "I," 

but must let an inkling of fluidity serve as a guiding light in such a briny sea. 

if i ever turned my head it was because of vice- not secret. 

or if the secret was a secret, 

it was not a masquerade of malice. 

no, although in the rain i see the hacked oceans 

and detritus of all that needs to be cast into the depths 

of what we must rise above, take me away, across the landscape 

where people talk of paupers and kings, 

take me to a place where i can still see the dense entrails of the beast, 

but can still breathe- 

in a cave that holds a lava I once knew. 

take me to the deepest ocean, 

that only G-d can name 
and deliver me into experience. 



Crossways 


it was a time 

when you had come back and i had come back- 

for different reasons, perhaps, 

but mostly there was a sense that we had seen a rekindled 

fire in these familiar streets, the small rings of curious fire, 

the perfumed tattoos of place. 

we carried with us the strange alkalines we had ingested, 
in strange lands, either Florida, 

or the state of Washington, but these were the auras of creation 
that did something to us. you with tentacles and ivory, me with 
a fascination with some obscurantists and dystopic hymns, but the blade 
of familiarity was what we may have seen as 

we tread these paths again, we looked out the window 

and saw a barrier that we wanted to undo. 

but it was not such a g reat theme then, 

we laughed atthings like the strange alkalines we both ingested- 

we enjoyed a sunrise all the same 

but seemed to agree 

that we had both been dented. 

there was a point even in the early 

parts of that time, when you said 

that there was an ark, perhaps relativistic, 

that could be counted on 

when seeking a protein to carry 

overall the jetsam, landmines. 

like a bird you could find it carrying its small, 

winged body over the scenery, and indeed, it had a nest- 

in a tree; you said you had meditated 

to the tree, but as strong as these words were, 
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they didn't convince me enough, 

to take the path of flight unto myself; 

i ripped the cord and flew back 

to the scenes i had known and not felt ready for, 

and when i came back to the place where we last met, 

we were both very different, perhaps you 

had said you had found a new peace, 

but all i could see in you and myself 

was the turning of a wheel that could never find a vehicle. 

indeed, a wheel is a vehicle unto itself- 

but in said corners we both made statements 

that when put together 

did not make sense, and the lines between the fantastical 
and pure drew narrower, embossed 
in the craters of the unknown, i never knew from then on 
how such a change could happen- 


what drew the stranger fears out of you? 



Lightness 

a thin strand survives 
a strand, in an enclosed space 
an image, of light and night sky 
i always would whisper candles of the detritus that poured 
and sticky flypaper that mesmerizes- 

dodging the obvious, the rings- though never escaping its presence- or their 

presence, all i did was see the lines that were personal. 

and then the teachings were gone. 

but nevertheless, the silk, golden string, 

the surviving remnant- in this wish, wanting 

this to be accessible in the fullest of crowds. 

the ego says that it lets the eye know something. 

this could not be an altogether lie. the ego says 

that there is a reason for the soul's alienation. 

can you believe it in this hushed saline plea? 

the wanting of the alone, chanted as a prayer 
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in the warmth of company? 



Recycled Matter: a New Heaven and a New Earth 

the long standing question: 

does it dissipate, like alka seltzer in water, 

the still water that hums 

in all existence- dissipate into that which has 

always been and will continue to be- 

ordoes itfloatin the peripheral stream, which all in all, 

has the same water in it that a fishbowl would tolerate. 

we are like fish in a bowl, in this world, 

the hollow light suffused with its greater counterpart, 

the apparitions, shocking, people like dead leaves, like a stone 

skipping across wide water, the mesmerized viewpoint extends towards both 

answers- just to float itself, and the message does not know 

its words yet until it is received- in the hands of the suffused space- 

it is not that plan is not written, the angle not already there- 

it isjustthatthe unfolding is written in the telephone poles and power lines 

that make you partially sky. 
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Ball Field 


and a philosopher said 

to go forth into the world of relations 

even though it is chaotic- 

and so i picture exactly what i remember- 

the long, square shaped parking lots- 

the empty ones, with tattered fire hydrants 

on hills off to theside- 

the people advancing towards me are blurry, 
they are coming in pairs, looking into the air before them, 
monologue-ing and dialoguing about these small 
dogeared instances- the light in the bathroom burns out, 
the film takes an odd turn. 

there are poles of things that i don't quite understand, 
i'm nottalking abouttheones 

that are truly great- mushy, yet full of death, no, those are necessary. 

i'm talking aboutthese imprints in the wide span of time- 

truly the banners have words on them that indicate recurring themes, but 

the textures that span across the canvas are not always known to me. 

a cone of prayer, or a semi-circle turn that lets the aurora spill out of the 

hems of a dress, it's not an evasion so much as punctuation. 

i want to know what filters inside of interpretations, 

but i also want to shoot in the way a meteor does 

through the fanned complaints, and into the baseball fields 

that we have yet to see. 



Goodbye 


something heeded your call¬ 
like a bird flying west in the winter- 
no reason other than to bring branches into motion, 
something you said was the answer- could it be 
that you had the idea that was simply enough, 
enough for me to be brought home? 

i fell deeply into the ravine, and could not see in the star lit sky, 

any pattern that reflected the immanence of all of this machinery. 

but the machines still stood, the people satin the planetarium the whole time. 

i fell into a stony silence, there in my seat, afraid of being exposed 

for my blurred vision, imagining a star system 

that only man could build, imagining that the tethers of this room 

were only reserved for instructions and light shows. 

the dampness of the feet, of whatever force brings this house 
in sequence with energy, it's in the leaflet that we'll hold even 
when the glass of the vases that we are 
breaks, falls into the tunnels of 
stars, and the bird-populated sky. 
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Back Then 


2006: watch as a flower blooms 
without knowing the color 
of its petals. 

The clouds were heavy, but so was the sun. And so the flowers, 
while beat down by one element, were risen by the other, 
interchangeably. The sun wilts, but makes things appropriate. 

The rain takes the joy away, but makes things fertile. 

Maybe I saw many flowers blooming, 
maybe I saw a new decay, in the newly formed epoch¬ 
something was pregnant. 

It would be a long time before I would trust the force of conscience 
with the way I applied it that year. Have I ever since then? I regarded it 
a self-made noose, and morality- or the performance of it- 
it may have taken a true love away from me. 

But I can only see things through windows of moments now¬ 
and I have loved, if only through echolocation. I have seen ghosts 
of moments- and they start to reassure. 

The petals wilted, in the fertile array 
of sun and rain. I played the tape, 
because my heart sung with new freedom 
all the same. Atape player in the wilting sun. 

There was a clinching moment- sometimes 
I would blame a friend for confronting me 
when I didn't need to be confronted. But now I see 
it's always the heart 
that yearns for interlocutors. 

I would steal whims 

and take them into songs. It nearly broke my spirit. 

But then I walked in some other light. 



Alas, I am getting way ahead of myself- 
this was only in the years way beyond. 

Flowers in the new clearings, 

the vibrancy of each pinnacle, music in the din 

of what I could not see as I do now. 

Every joy and disaster in that year made me afraid of incongruence- 

until I realized that one can only sing to another- 

one in the abyss, one who is unfathomable, 

and letthe echo leap into the throat 

of tempting calligraphy. Naked and in hiding, 

there are moments when I know 

that I am not letting people see me 

because I don't feel much in the way of integrity. And yet, I profess 
to imaginary classrooms, about the celluloid and archways. 

And I always wonder what 

troubles me so much 

about these things- home, people, desire. 
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Job's Trial 


I made a call, 

but did not reach the ceiling, 
did not stifle the fear that roused 
some other energy. 

I could not touch the telephone, 

whether I envisioned it as the circular, 

banana shaped instrument of old, 

orthe lake in miniature that adorns many present hands 

like a bouquet. Faces are blotted out, the envisionments 
have no face 

when that primal surge is all that masks 
the bodies that float in the upstream entrails. 

What is this wind compared to others? Identical rooftops, 
different attics. Beasts of unclear distances. 

Oh, the maker is told of this, we hope, 
as cartels join a union with redeeming fire. 

But there is something else- the fire 

can be interpreted. It can be bent in the nod of spring. 

There is also the presence of a man like Job, in the apprenticeship 
of tunnel vision, just wanting assurance- 

the friends console with balancing scales and reeds, 

soon to become chemical compounds, debris, 

lather. But the mind, the body clad in shorts and an undershirt, 

is seeing the blanketing cloud of indifference, 

only savoring the promise of a naked clearance. 

What is this compared to the stuff of that? 

I saw that but feel this, 



still unable to see my reflection in a mirror 

that is only placed in the replicated dins. My elders 
did not have the curse of multi-dimensional mirrors- 
perhaps they know the overwhelment as all- they just go through 
the cycle, meeting others proclaiming such justness, dying to know 

what happens to people in the paces- what makes the other person 
in view- notfamily, but demonstrating kinship, but perhaps 
a person with an amazing cloak? The terror makes you return 
to the thought of bowing towards absence, out of fear and respect, 

because presence so often shatters the niceties 
of the moment of communion. 
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To the Maker of Needs and the Serpent in Turmoil 


Oh lift the veil 

but don't forget the lake of song we wield 

and if you fall through the scope of nests and still 

feel alone, don't hesitate to let the corpse of what 

called you rest for now- this dawn comes through your heart in a slow but 

sustainable manner- and now you will see the truce made between all of these 

boats- the breath of all interpretations, 

the miraculous, the transgressive, the stroke of bad luck. 

Oh lift the veil but know the sun cares not for eternity. 

Our hearts laced in ephemeral fire, 

the lake of our song, purified by a humble resolve. 

Oh make a nest and call to your friends- of how your 
corpse is risen. But make the lake of song into punctuation. 

Oh breathe new air 

but let fall the veil- it covers your ears, not just your eyes. 

I'm speaking to the serpent in turmoil 

but also the maker of needs- don't be a grammarian 

of desire, it ends up getting people killed. Your lungs will be the artifacts 

of memories to come. Oh prophesy as ye must, but remember how 

we all speak in tongues.The veil, lifted, and the ineffable remaining ineffable. 

But here, at this very moment, our words are the angels. 



Mystery 


whether in the rain of commerce, 
or tailed by lights of miasma, 
ortailed by the magenta sublime, 

I'll never see the true light of exchange 
in this frame of mind, this span of functioning, 
but deep in my heart, the pendulum of commerce, 
a rain of some corresponding elements, 
leaves me sometimes yearning 
to speak to someone such as yourself- 
who only knew me 

as a budding mystery, it's an ache in the night, 

the eve of another appointment, 

the makings of a lovely clay. 

you are probably in the hands of another, 

but i think aboutyou and how you always seemed both sad 

and charmed to see me in the frame of the night, 

because perhaps i will always be the donor of 

the image of an evanescence deep in pantomime, i think about you 

because i know that you probably do sense the reasons for my distance, 

or can at least know that there's something driving me deep on my way. 
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Travelogue Since the New Year 

let it be a seance 

of conversation- for when the flame of fire that is dialogue 

comes into my moving room, it always seems like an interruption, although 

there are times when a question is like a parted leaf, not blown by the storm, 

long fallen but suddenly alive to the eye. 

if the band of devotion is made of rubber, 

let the sturdy ankles persist on the path, 

its soil strewn with fallen leaves that mark the edges of a vague plan- 

this sequence of seasons whose boundaries are getting blurrier. 

did we make the weather so? 

the leaves, the bark, 

like an angel looking backward but moved all the same 
by the storm of the past, and here the light comes through, 
how last January when I read about all of this, I had warned myself 

that it would be a hard year, sickness covered different corners of the house, 
in progressing ways, an ebb and flow for months, but the vines still curled, 
and spring, much delayed did come, the doctors wanted to know if I felt better- 
I've tweaked so much, the rain has fallen 
in so many hot spots, that I can't see any loss 

or feel any distinct improvement 
from a distinct source, 


and still I call to something. 



Going Back to Georgia 


The expectation of strolling those 
muggy streets again, 
the night 

or day swelling around me. Severed immersion 

returning, the grease of the motor still 

dripping from various parts. My life and countenance in storage, 

but cold links of 

chalice and challenge withstanding. 

I withstood a thousand attics, 

tried to steer a ship that would never sail, 
or if it could it would not be in the house of 
vision. No way to duplicate thoughts, only 

the mission of carrying them along. Meet 

me in the backroom full of nests; I'll make sure to carry 

the eggs and the grain 

over this bridge where our faces, 
upon looking down, 
can slowly be seen 

reflected in the water. 
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The Heretic 


The wind blows through the leaves 
and another chapter begins in the froth of outward 
silence. We count the stars but not coincidences, 
we fall discretely into the window of our speech. 

But before this happens, we are but leaves ourselves, 

blowing through the wind of a town square. Perhaps we do not know 

where we will be carried- the light of all renewing 

seems to have betrayed us, for we have already been cut off 

from a branch, and furthermore a tree. But the listening muskets of business 
do not look on with wonder.The architecture thunders in individual seances. 

We could ease ourselves into the ways we were told to, 

or stiffen in the ways we were told to, 

but do we even remember these teachings? 

Carried, we recall a story of a man 

who had scales falling from his eyes. After this he was known 

by two rhyming names, but do we recall this now, as a culture? 

What makes unveilings turn into institutions, even in the inner heart? 

It is funny how we are brought to the image of falling scales- 
indeed, in each of our privateTartuses, we wonder in each moment, with scales- 
whether to measure, to swim, or to climb. And how deep a revelation can go. 
What makes a phantom, become a building, a body? Is it merely time and fate? 

The wind retrieves, 

even though it originally was told to kill and eat. 



Isaac 


Like the silence that didn't go extinguished, 
so went the offspring that was spared. 

We could bring forth meandering patterns 

on the spindle, but never extinguish the fire 

of this building. Sometimes we are driven to cut the cord again, 

only to realize that we were brought to the mountain only to let breath 

continue. We raise a knife to violent change, only to be courted by interruption. 

Is then, the ram's horn a sacrificial sound, a trademark deception 

to keep the breath going? A new frame of time begins, 

these measurements also deceptions considered by many to be necessary- 

and over these hills of spices the needs of many pairs are sated 

in scintillation. 

Oh the need to find fire in doubt, 
the need for trouble's inauguration. 

And then the angel stands, with a leaf of courage. 
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Across Time 


Time- 

the pattern weaving out of the documentation 
of music. 

It is not music but it is embroidery, the clothing 
that nonetheless is the part of the world. 

It is all that infuses change and stillness- 
all that brings the constellations of sorrow and 
redemption. When I get off this train, 
to board the next one, 

will I be able to explain what I wentto the levers for? 
We make mistakes, but deep in my heart, 

I know it's taking a long time 

to release the bats from a cave- 
the memories are both bats and caves. 

What was I doing there 
in those strange months? 

I barely chose the house I lived in, 
but the calculations had been precise. 

Something had become more inscrutable, 

so much that there was no translation that could bring 

the eternal realm back into life- 

though I saw brief flashes of acceptance 

that could be a sign for something better. 

Walking through lanes, still without care 

for patterns- and the hues distracted sight from 

pressure. 



On the Beach 


Experience appears simultaneously 

as wealth and self-betrayal- but as wealth we see it 

in the lovely wheelbarrow. 

And like they say, so much interdependence! The steel rims, 
the sturdy wheel, no one can place a universal rust on memories. 

We clutch them like the fallen leaves they are, like the heirlooms 
of time they come to be. 

In my freshman year of college I met a girl who acted in the manner 
of a clairvoyant. She told me how she pictured me as an old man, 
walking gayly in the park, tickled with wonder by my surroundings. 

And she told me of a dream she had 

in which we were both children on the beach, 

making faces at one another and then running to the ocean. 

And she swam out into the distance, 

while I surveyed the shallows, wondering 

about the water's peculiarities, textural idiosyncrasies. 

I still remember it because I watch the wheelbarrows of delight and fear 
carry my heartbeats into the heavens of experience 
each day of my life. 

Is there something that could unclasp the Christmas ornament 
that lets us swim? 

I never could function as a whirlwind that I perceived her to be; 

I just wanted to touch land after the sea in my memory 
had spilled to my breath's beach. 

But after illness, her's more of an obstacle than mine, 

we both remain on coasts, her more real than mine, 

and we probably are both still wandering in the alcoves of relearning- 

I will always remember her assertion 

that we will always be relearning things over and over again. 

And so go the rims, the wheelbarrows 
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of betrayal and wealth, by the ocean's tumult 
and the stillness of hearts, the suspense of labyrinths. 



Shades of the Summer 


the azure of the sky shines down 

as the children play soccer, the damp grass is the forgiven sparrow of summer. 

the mystery of forms and the golden plague of time, 

all wrapped up in a sense of joy. 

we sometimes need a sense of the impossible 

to claw through this winter; even when the lark of gloom, 

the call to surrender shines in the softest shroud. 

the soccer field is a plane on which genealogy shines in segments, 

the sun is strong, but the flame of forgiveness is its own song, 

the withering of time is 

just a rhythm, or is it a passing melody, the ice cream truck? 
in any case, there's a curious time when all reverence has failed 
and I look 

towards the place of not, 
just to see the ribbon untainted. 

what has the Not wrought, has the Not become A Knot 

in the hands of doctrine? a flavorful warmth stretches, it's sometimes 

just neutral, still, I'm calling from the dense start that never came. 
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New Children 


a child does not negate a story- there should have been more chronicles. 

Though a dance died a thousand deaths, 

though a singer's praise does not afflict an enemy, 

though a window is scaled down a million times, 

though the liquid is different in every lake, 

this variation is why we don't stray from the telling. 

A constellation of moon cycles, 

a featureless wand cannot blot out, 

even the eye of eternity is impervious to the pockets 

of grain that will soon be swept by wind. 

I'm making a promise to linger in the pasture, 
though I knew not what still is here, 
though paradox masks the bridge, 
though secrets are trailing me like a horde, 
the cast on my leg, the grass underneath my feet- 
my dance is not death. 



Experiential Poem 


Sometimes the earth is clerical, 

giving tokens of impressions to the working lung. 

The light that shines through seasons- 
a power with nothing to say save that which overpowers 
its being. Kick the pan overand build a house. 

I would liken the struggle of autumn to the struggle to affirm 
decay, which is obvious, but the way a deep surrender overtakes 
as trees are stripped- we are facing an anticipation of wind that 
sometimes forces us inward. 

It's just that this garden, acts of plays but also of place, 
seems so mathematical.To ponder over 
the holiness of fate- no use? 

Ashbery teaches us to laugh at the sequence- 

in this way he became the heirto 

the sheltered throne for me- 

that which Buddhism and marijuana could never hold. 

Sometimes the pail is kicked asunder, 
and the chaos of memory stirs my heart. 

But then it is for the birds, the memory 
of surrendering so nicely on that day in Vermont, 
watching ravens, not knowing why my peace was out of the soul's spite¬ 
knowing why but wanting to remove it 
from its obvious response to a call. I need the blessings 
of some ancient foreboding, but not in a way 
that mistrusts or misuses the inherent heresy of angular positions. 

The backyard, and us fighting 

against roots, we cannot identify what they are, 

and the sacrifice that we make 

among snow. Electric light, showering itself 

on our bareness, thus instilling a clash 
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of sentiments that keep sight where it is. 



The Tree and the Lawn 


the grass of an instance, 

overgrown and yet transmitting the signal 

of a barrenness that resists definitions of volume, 

the mask portrayed as survival, 

every sequence rushed and kept in a drawer 

of the Master's choice, 

sickly expressions 

and the great wave of faith that must come forth 
whenever a note slides on the abacus of answer, this 
speech spoken in our time. 

you could feel a dense frustration or not; the wardrobe 
of thought is already clothed in a door- yet this is not a closet 
but an awning, a meeting place, rain comes 
and there is potential shelter- 

small talk and erasure of known silence. I could see the eyes clearly, 
but the distance grows as all time is curled into. Eyes age and the soul 
is mystified by that which once was an outgrowth of the tree. But it is because 
we ourselves are sitting- nested in that outgrowth, the pine of mediated breath- 
but since we are sitting in the tree, a tree that has age documented in it, 

we find it hard to stretch and see the gamut of its body. 

All of the children are observing. 

Positionalities in the yard's frame are still varied; 
could it be that in intersecting with nature 
we switch places with the observers all the time? 

The findings of lore bring us to a stopping point here- 
where family shimmers as a jewel that demarcates itself, 
separates voices. But the notes of the saxophone, 
the overcast exhaust fumes, are the race of our love. 
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Layered Psalm 


He would work on things sometimes. It wasn't as if he was awaiting a spark of 
ambition; such a thing was cast firmly in the chasm of his thought. 

It was just that the task of connecting thought and action was too difficult at most 
times. He looked sullen but could still feel the tangle of light coming in from the 
window, grazing his skin. Silence struck him like a knife. 

Most days were spent indoors, the missiles of place and the giants of familiarity 
already guiding his breath and gait. He tried to arrange patterns, that would 
possibly bring redemption. It was not as though there were emptiness; 
everything was as abundant as a store. It's true that there were objects all 
around, tokens of the past and artifacts that did not reveal their origin. But his 
course was circular. He would sometimes discover a new lane, but it would not 
become a pattern. Sometimes, a feeling of joy would come, but he knew of the 
laborthatwas also needed. His naked aim he hid. He was aloof, and did not want 
the world to see. 

He wanted to say "I need my life, I need my destiny," but felt the only thing he 
would face in return had he uttered these words was matter of fact instruction. 
Responses he already tried to hammer into his obdurate frame, the mind, the 
will. Suckling on the teat of new technology, it seemed interesting how the 
sanctity of estrangement could be shared. Electric light fell onto his skin. Fake 
blossoms reached into the pores of place, not there but in another life. He 
kneaded his stomach and his feigned ambition, he blossomed in the tunnel of 
sex. But that was a distant ambition, never crossing with life. 

He'll tell you "I'm naked and you're not." But the rain falls indifferently, and the 
ark, the covenant, billows into the unassumed nest. You fly on the wings of 
saints, you dive into the cauldron of passion. Could you sputter the truth as if you 
could lance a new public inertia? 

The moon sagged onto the sparsely lit road. The newfound breeze of the evening 
was comforting. Seasons passed by and he wondered if he had experienced their 
power, being that he had long since forfeited the project of being in the kind of 



life where people, responsibilities were buzzing. The strong face of the city was 
enough to overwhelm his thoughts, the city in a single person could make him 
want to turn his head. He wanted to rest in a song, but that was always 
disguising itself as work. Semblances of fortitude knocked at his breath, the wind 
took him in.There was another world and it was interchangeable with its other. 
The way his mind arranged itself, the way he automatically adapted, already fried 
the meal. He was left with something that he hoped was a good thing. Some talk 
about good and evil, and yet he was never too close to the wind of doctrine to be 
nestled in this. He wanted redemption, but the sanguine love that is enough 
kept him hiding. Night fell, and he resolved, in a sweat, to bring a better order to 
the following day. He wanted a tightening to happen. 

Maybe it did. Maybe it didn't. One development would negate another. And the 
rain fell, the songs still roared from a radio referred to.To be sure, 
these were not just songs.These were colloquial calls to action, faces of idiom. 
Perhaps they were without words; perhaps they were the music of fashion. 

The rhythm of assumed progress, drummed up. It was an annoyance, as even 
though Rumi observed the penetration from the light, it could be said that the 
wound could gather all else. Words and worlds stalked each other. 

And some of a great luck, like himself, could say that rather than being 
accountable vagabonds, the ruptures were pupils in the same classroom. You just 
had to pick favorites, and deal with the noise coming from the troublemakers. 
After all, that's what the janitors wanted. Blossoms were conjured in his 
imagination.There was not manna for other people but he had to clasp this 
vision just to relieve the weight of any interaction. Let the less fortunate come 
into the dwelling space of this rain as well. He mumbled the sacred and profane, 
as a compulsion.This would refer to tics. He had had them from the medicine he 
took. It somehow kept some of his thoughts in line, or he felt like a solid being. 
He pictured himself in a boxing match with the wind. 

"Everything was sacred, as well as a boxing match. Disillusionment was a 
blessing, eventually." He wanted to hide his nakedness, though, and the wind 
swirled in the dugout of the new future. It was the new future because different 


39 



neighbors had moved in. And he severed his ties with all words. Faces stuck out, 
relations that were more narrow than other ones were tickling his memory. He 
thought about the girls who seemed to like him, the mystery of his force and 
form, that he thought could be both light and a prick to fluidity. 

He thought of a lake, he wanted to swim. Baptism in the solar humiliation. He 
wished his life could be bridged with this new self. Butthe self is a fiction, a 
naked compatriot of represented life. It's the nest of deception, the best way to 
bring your subjectivity's trial to a close. "My nest is a mobile thing, even if it is in 
the context of this. I can't oblige to the struggle of hermeneutics that seems to 
be happening." In alcoves, everything is being defrauded. But if it's all a lie, why 
can'twejust reason with the fact of thatalone? 

It's true, though. In times he had where all was deemed unworthy he could still 
squeeze through the barred windows.The image of blossoms, of swimming, 
could sever the ties, and every other denizen grimaced. Interestingly, there 
seemed to be accounts of the similar swimming occurring. New stories arose 
from the chamberthat he knew could tell half-truths.This website is a bowl of 
oatmeal. In some eyes, it is a falling star. Wish upon the reigns of some silk 
announcement, and witness just how much the cries of others outdo the only 
thing that is known. 

Under the guise of an illness, the tributaries flow. This is the conspiracy, and we 
can't let it escape our hands.This is our mask because we want to bring our 
mission to fulfillment.The maze of identity is a cauldron, the dormant rise of a 
wave is all there is to assure us that we've kept this game in our hands. There's 
no conspiracy, but that's the irrelevant fact as this road bends and you approach a 
stranger. It is the little hint at monism that grows from exhaustion.Throwing the 
disc of a pleasantry, a reflection, a dwelling, you try to bring forth a kiln of a truce. 
Even if argument comes, the very destruction of silence constitutes a truce. 

Issues are things that are overgrown and in the past tense, but it is not that they 
are imprisoned by the past. Aflower unfolds and the same threshing floor of 
themes does not release its gaze from you.That's why there are people who talk 
of chances. Stakes in the dream are just dens of a flavorful advertisement. 



"I'll give you a call," and then the den of its own letter begins. It's a circulation, 
and its waves crash in the decibels' interference. Sometimes wind becomes its 
own vacuum, and the meeting places, though seen from a distance, become so 
heated that the naked hair of the beast just crawls. Old enterprises of desire and 
economy squeak in the places where all the fires are lit. 

And several narratives are winter's crests. Something uncovered by the hearth, 
though the hearth invokes the idea of shelter. Fire dwells inside, pieces of snow 
are anonymous. 

There is a difference between "I have waited for you, my love" and "I have waited 
this long for the parting of bushes." Taking a swing at idioms needed to patch 
together a confession, you'll watch the tower of your distance dance a jig around 
your radial prospect. Naked as you are, the diamonds sing to you. Naked as a 
flame, you withered until everything returned. You are a pearl, but I have lost my 
voice. I start to finish my sentence but the sequence of needs goes into the frying 
pan. I ache to bring something interesting in the sight of this airing out. But I've 
hovered too deeply on minutia that withers. I wish the answering you want from 
me could leak into my eyes. I wish this didn't happen, in such a way that 
something seems so stark and general. "I know you could shush me and break 
the radial. But this is my refuge, I stand as its guard." 

It's a dense spring that everything arose from. I could always understand this but 
as the past unfolded, so did the hardness of whatever distance from 
accomplishment was felt. We are two people in this world and the angels look 
upon this with the greatest indifference- though this is what we need. Love 
becomes a prospect in the lake of refusal- refusal to become a nuance, refusal to 
distance oneself from the pores of performance, refusal to hold the bread of such 
a thing as the only skin to be worn. I am missing the wisdom of the encounter, 
the nakedness implied in small talk. It's not that it's the only thing that could 
build a sacred nest, but I like to think that there's a point when I finally start 
carrying something into the kiln. But I don't know if you can hear me- my voice is 
whispering this tune of longing into an abstract instrument. It's true that you 
stand not as the object of anything, just something in my eye that signifies the 
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approval and undoing. What would you say if you saw me as I stand, filtered 
anyway? 

I have never touched any labia. Never made love. I sometimes rejoice in the 
encroaching feeling of needing someone. I eye the periphery of not people but 
energy. I vow to always tell my best version of the truth. I'll never be able to undo 
this robe if I talk about the distance alone. And without a doubt, the sanctity of 
this longing is only a projection of a deeper longing. Every instance is just the 
measurement of something already sent to incur a distance. But lakes of 
approval are intact, come forth in the flux of nexus and collision. I sometimes 
ache to be held, and I rejoice. I seek to have a healthy and lively definition of sex. 
One that talks of the instance and not the economy. I want to be naked and 
willing, in all encounters- even in the sterile duties apart from the bedroom. 

But this is all tomes of facades, the airs of this room are still hitherto not 
captured. We are made to believe that we could reflect or refract in circling laps, 
and perhaps this is true but there's no call and response in the feeling that your 
pendant must be protected just in order for an invisible stone to be present in 
the eye. 

Sometimes we make so much of it that it 
wants to hide, it looks like it is fake. 

And there are times when it could be seen in the fading sun, 
we dangle the pendant, teasing or imitating the hypnotist. 

Diversity of motive shines in the coves, and canticles 
are colored by corridors. I'll leave a path 
and let you decide what this body is composed of, 
the dried fruit of Saussure's neon, it is a factor 

but I don't know where we could go if we did not then unfold, like a cat's cradle, 
a feigned getaway. 

We could say there is no nakedness 
and no evaporation of line and border, 
butthere is your hairasyou lay casually 
that could overlap with the hair of mine, 



secrets in the follicles that have endured different worlds, different prison 
sentences. 

Tattooed myths in the sauna of waking, and breath 

that makes our carnival at least projected.The still-life images 

seek a completely separate physicality, the neatly folded sheets 

fall apart- the line diverges, even though 

later we will both deny it. And I will retrieve a simple eye, 

to say we are not lost to each other. Making promises to be kinder, 

making secrets known. 

Would it be alright to say it's alia sham? And at what cost? Blankets fuel the 
profuse dwellings, and whatever gets caught up in the vent is sure to be in your 
body. And "your" is an approach to merely plucking a string of this song-1 am 
the distant numbness. Like silver, I'm only half-acclaimed. I have seen them 
giving orders to each other, feeling like half-fallen men, just getting in on a little 
game. I don't want to be inducted into it, but no one can see where I am. So I go 
back to these imprints, scared that there is nowhere else to go.The ghosts on the 
bark are the final refuge. 

Although our knees were creaking, we cawed from a bent position. Naked, 
stirring, the interest in our life was just a cover for this forced kiln. I'm 
demanding something be over, but several architects of the problem reveal their 
refuge, and it is just as expansive as mine. I am entering this will whether I 
decrease my presence or not.Then the glens of plea, "retrieval, and 
demarcation?," laugh tracks in fog.There is a desire to do certain discernments 
as proof, that there is another force wedged in the indifference. It's like nice 
retrieval, a redemption. Perhaps it is always divide and conquer- suspicious from 
the very start. Wanting a white girl on a hill. Needing the lake of renewal, a 
separate body of land. "Distant, but wanting a truce." I saw them think several 
miles away about how the meat cleaver always swings and can be exclaimed.The 
manilla paper sticks together, and out falls a repressed energy- some call rage, 
others something else. 

And pieces of sentences fall, sleds led by huskies across the snow in the tundra. 
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Empty your gaze at a spider seen through a pinhole. It weaves its web, it eats the 
flies that understand sight. Life and death are thundering. A voice booms, never 
to be heard. 



Awake 


My map. Like a scarred piece of flesh, it is the surface of the truce between wish 
and surrender. I think about my times when I was entering my teen years, in that 
nest of a luxury hotel room, when the drawbridge would rhythmically be 
elevated and lowered.There were time frames when the transit could happen, 
and timeframes when there would be a wait. But this is not drawn on a map. 

It was the waiting, the naked body, with new curls, and the erection occurring 
rhythmically. I would still feel guilty even after being consoled that previous year, 
because I would start to rub myself until I almost could relieve myself. For fear of 
mess, for fear of the next moment, I would hold it in at first.The stream would 
commence in strange clouds, and I had been geared up for that moment by 
picturing the lithe and forbidden. I thought of things that I feel are just remnants 
of either caricatured peninsulas or a great ember of the oblong. 

I rubbed in circles like someone would do if they have a clitoris. I could not 
believe things were changing. I never felt I was to interact with any of this. My 
mind, fixated on climax. Just another session. I'm always missing the point- to 
meet the style with another cue. But the beast of my brash insistence is the 
single minded bend. Just my whole hand now, drumming up through a valued 
set of strokes some kind of emergence.The beast of my single hand. I have put it 
in a toy and realized just how lovely a command thrust could be. I want the best 
of insistence, but still cannot find the missing piece that lets me savor a new 
moment. I thrust my pelvis, I rotate it as if there were a weight upon it.The dear 
form of appetite and obedience. I am needing the sanctuary of this sand. 

My belly juts forth as I suck in the space above the base. I want to release myself, 

I want to race into the distance and the awe of still finding the sky. My lips are 
tightly sealed and my breath is a little bit forcefully strained. It is like the 
performance of dance. I stretch my legs and bring them together, pounding at 
my anomaly. The best of me is swimming through the aversion to environment. 
Ideas filter, even driven by ego.The spasms begin and they dodge the factory. 
They are tempos and hints. And as it filters through the canals, the meter passes 
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into the collision of stark imbalances. Meeting the scent of stamina, a great 
surrender begins to unfold, and the anomaly of the organ meets the anomaly of 
a brash rupture. A balance is met, between the dark and the vertical. 

And then all becomes sullen, or even hilly. Something is rescued, although it is 
coated in a feeling that is probably mediated by cultured boundaries. Rest, the 
down time, a serenity that runs laps after having been in a body that has done 
the same thing. Basking in the remnant of day. I never let go of this, but I could 
never grab onto shared ecstasy. I never want to show development to other 
people. It is the strangest of my afflictions. 

But you cannot expose reality as a drawbridge, but an ocean, and the gravel is 
only swelling to go along with the massive trick, not to test us. We have paved 
overthe land.The water is surrounding the bridge. May we swim instead of 
waiting? 



Reaching In 

well I'd love it 

if I didn't have to seal a cap over these manifold constituents 
that don't seem to harm, 

especially when I'm at sea with them, or the window can cradle a fresh, 
transpersonal egg, 

but the wailing of times doesn't cease after awhile, 

so I wait for these starving 

gasps to begin their course, 

another capsule that emits a naked transformation, 

the secret of teams of relationships, 

all in the body, all hidden and thrown onto one another. 

I wish I didn't have to do this without care for what 
makes the mask so urgent, 

what makes the room so marked.The diamond distances, beckoning 
no inch of mercy, but the winter of fate lifting me up, 
in search of a new winter. Did you see the way I transformed the 
bold immersion into a curious fluster? 

Or did you discard this as influence of curses, 
or mere light shows in the empire of distraction? 

I have a right to define these sacrifices 
in which I claim to make something anew. 

So goes the mystery of a body, so goes the mask of effort 
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The Feed 


In the electronic window, 
the one not in storage or ruined- 
there is a voice, on a pulpit- 
"we seem fixated 

on the realm of toxicity." Every corpuscle has a differing view, 
but even the compassionate start to endure a tilted doubt 
when the mixed jab of this infiltrates 

whatever dialogue is passed about. It's just a deluge 
of unsightly distances, masks of masks, irony induced 
by deep longing. But the voice is still present, there is no 
illusion in its own sounding. 

I'm thinking it's a braided hull that has just 
reached its apex. No matter where I want to meet 
the avoided, I listen to the wind and it makes me 
a guest to a return. I'm still in here, 

I'm still sorting through what it was 

that I needed to throw away 

and now have accumulated more of. Layers 

dot relationships. How to remove 

these layers in the ever-winding trail, 

where all influences no matter how much 

is suppressed?That is a question 

that I see emitting from every indicated cave. 

And sometimes I wonder 

if some feel like they want to be on an edenic beach. 

The truce confused, the mask subdued. 



Survey 


It could be a bad wheel, 
intermingled with sparks 
that rise from hues, 

or it could be the science of survival, 
kneaded by the rain and the canticles 
amidst the rain's subsiding. 

A thrust and its after-effect- 
the latter gleams, a reflection 
on top of a sullen hill. We 

who blasted through Mercury 
can see the teeth marks of a slant, 
and a person in an attic 

who said that such a misfortune 
calls for another illustration- 
similarly slanted 

though poised in the rain 
as though it could be anywhere. 

Faces distant, and cauldrons of 

evening's ache will arrange 
the needed deliverance. 

For might is a wood whose 

splinters are anonymous. 
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The Thinker 


It could be the soliloquy 
that stands only as such- 
stereotyped, beset with a 
notation subject to change. 

A false witness to context, 
ora delightin the briar 
that encloses an easily 
mowed field. 

Bent over on the bench, 
the naked posterior of the thinker, 
faced with primordial chance 
and the legacy of distance- 

this as an image, and beyond image- 
a space between, a breath- could one 
suffer the failure to compose the fist 
that concludes, the batter 

that in most cases is retracted, 
with eyes standing around 
eitherfinding an impasse or relief, 
as the symbol of the Other, you 
—area light careening through night. 



The Attic 


The courage 
to admit something 
is broken, and then the courage 
to face the question 
of whetherthis is the rightterm. 

Facing a wood through a window, the snowflakes amble 

up and down, weather waves 

its hand at the vanes, and the stilted words 

collide- this is not vain, and still 

there is concern about its relation 

to vanes. Feeling handicapped 

in the fortress where words can create architecture, 

and keeping all of this bustle inside- 

not to rot but to face the attic of legacy, to be 

in danger of being a weight. Paralyzed 

from the waist down, gulping to get through, 

the filtering of what cannot be expressed 

into a key into some door- no need to test yourself 

against some statue, in this seance or semblance of a room 

there are no heroic stances. Or if there are, they 

are the most malleable. 

I believe that and even if some grew to outsmart 
a hand of many kinds, we don't do the weak justice 
by fighting to keep these statues in the milk, juxtaposed 
with their opposites, to be 

appropriated for the moment's need. Fallacies 
reveal themselves in the gray milk, the redemption 
is found in that same milk, and the unrealities 
that are interchangeable, unique to each demographic, 
are less and less malleable, but still 
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some whine of the great engine 
becomes a bell on a holy day. 



Positionality 

can you see these pathways, 
imposed on the corners 
of imagination, not here yet, waking not by 
magic but by a stance- 

and letthe stance deal with gaps, falls, 
let the mastery be its own being, let distance 
not be imprisonment- though the lines 
on my face are indifferent to transparency- 

these deep corridors will be stolen 
by a breeze, the chorus of a rotation 
that is in a chorus, my findings 
in the ditch of power 

and the whole meteor shower 
we hover against- 
musicof rain, sacrifice, 
safe to keep 

reaching for words so that 
we don't mistake this stance 
fora symbol of plight, 
safe to aim 

for our situated sayings. 
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Life Boats 


floating on logs in the sea, posture 
bent, but not perished, subjects born 
on the surface of depth, the band of stars 
overhead a shared vision, but constellations 
and their meanings 

are cultural, faced with the triumph of disaster, we 

the subjects, still float, but in these instances we will never 

know how to save each other from this state- 

perhaps the treading of water? the ghost of twilight heralds in 

night's bold lines. 

i don't find a seance of closure 
when I look upon the darting eyes of the overboard 
companions. We whistle nervously, and the intrinsic melody 
is bound to the spaces between us. woven acts, 
defined stars, and-the sky- 

defined as atop, our memory peppered with the presence 

of these words- all the prepositions that 

were scathing instruments. Night's touch, 

defined by culture.The martyrdom of diving into words, 

faced with distance and the meeting of surface and 


depth. 



Finale 


I would always say "I am building a levee 
to keep the tides of embarrassmentfrom permanently 
licking my shore." The crude strands of vitality witness 
the urging of a tragic stem, the fable stationed underneath 
a new term. My word, the echoes of speech are treated 
like elements of a switchboard these days. 

The boat is leaking.The sacred heart, listened 

to in the swells of the foam. I last heard the words spoken, 

words of a friend turned adversary turned lapse 

in narrative, the safety in silence gleaning like the 

outline of a ship's deck. I could turn out 

layered or safe, either option letting the 

blood flow into the tributaries. 
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Perspective 


I could gain perspective 
By chewing on the side that counts 
But it's not all I would have wanted 
I allow myself to have doubts 

But everything is supernatural 
And at the same time stored in vats 
It lingers on, blooming from the algae 
And I could not argue with that. 



Andrew 


He was someone who was on the sidelines of my thought- 

disconnected, though buoyant 

in what I imagined life could be- 

a brief image, an alternate reality 

located in that which I knew- 

the remnants on a dish. 

So many minds assembled, the feet 
never feeble. 

I am standing here. 

The other end of a soccer field- 

the wet ground immersing my feet 

in the adolescence I never had- 

and though I wanted some of it 

there are still the mixed colors of the morning sunset. 
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Side-Streets 


It might be a journey 
of validating all of whathappened- 
at least finding the kernel of truth 
in my locus of control- 
all of those side-streets 
I stepped on. The hue of a search- 

the search for an image that is perhaps already there, 
perhaps already a seed. 

But maybe that is behind 
the eyes of everyone in transit. 

I have severed ties, rekindled fires, 

painted over canvases that can sometimes seem like valleys 

or ditches. 

I now see the value in these 

assortments, why my gait was loose, 

why the whispers in a reach of territory fascinated me- 

whether they be from gossip or mere eyes, staring outward. 

I was feeling perpetually 

kindled by the thought that all this repetition can seem like erosion. 



Brought to the Water 

Taking the steps to recount 
what I did in times when they prodded- 
there were times when the process 
fit me like a glove, and there were times, 
thankfully, when I walked across 
the coals of potential shame. 

I believed, less on the defense, 
in what they said, once I could 
reckon the sensations that alerted 
me to clearer pastures, and how 
certain practices could lead me 
into one and not just a glimpse 

of what a pasture could be. 

No stars have shriveled from view, 

I don't think. I still grasp 
for the twine, a cat's play-thing, 
a tangible shadow. I have 
favored a slow release 

but have been brought 
gradually to the water. 
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Dream 


And isn't it just the way 

the image of something revolves, 

or you revolve around it... 

I was asleep, 

in the room with no one else, 

in a mid day nap, 

not shielded by any doors. 

In the dream I was bookended 
by you and the corner of the nook, 
like I was for so many dinners. 

It seemed reminiscent 

but there was all of this material 

standing upright to meet your discerning mind. 

And isn't it funny how 
quartered in the feeling of home, 
in the better moments, 
you find the wrench adaptable? 

You cautioned me that I was drying up, I said I was waiting for my palms to bring 
forth something buoyant, 

you said, in a piece of descending poetry, yes, but when will it give way? 

I awoke, notyetfeeling like I should act, but having had the seed planted forthe 
next bend in the ongoing, reeling path. 

These moments are warm and uncanny, but when I look at the plan, now uttered, 
can I make it what I wanted? Some days I think so and others I do not.The heat of 
the summer has cast the usual urgency, crisp and unflinching. 



Like it matters so much I can't move. 
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On the Street 


At that little impasse- 
the invisible finger stalks and almost 
touches- no proverbs leak and so 
no words are uttered. 

Walking down the street, 
coming up an incline as a shaft 
of blue becomes a whole, a sky. 

The letters of the billboards 
and the tight-knit familiarity, 
a reflex to move forward 
and still miss something. 

And yet, it goes as planned 
even as the way out of the circle 
has been so circular- 
and of course, 

A new circle will be needed anyway. 

It's either that perseverance 

or a moth-to-a-flame effect, 

an image unearthed again, 

approval of those things on the other side, 

imagined- a shaft of light becomes a sky- 

I used to think it natural, 

now I think it a calculated compromise. 


But I go on anyway. 



Turning the Dog-Eared Page 

Trying to hold the string to the splice 
of a balloon and remnants of mixed materials- 
without the closely followed print I mulled over 
last year. Just a spark whittled down, things rub against 
it though, and I try to improve as layers 
of plaster fall off. Clutching the soft things 
can grow to feel very pointed. So I become 
enmeshed in habit, while the sun beats down. 

I missed the summer again. Now I feel like 
I have the responsibility, as I always do, 
to make something grow, as all I scraped together 
was arid and flat- nothing sits propped on the wall, 
the trace of breath is full. As I tie things together, 
the conclusions are either in the other room 
or tyrants of an uncanny kind. I wait until the responsibility 
of tying is not mine, and when the voice gets so loud 

it ceases to be a voice. I feel as though 
I am guided by another force, my resolve is so 
planned. Do you ever feel, however you have come to be, 
this way? I have never fully known whether these processes 
are only my own to face. Selection seems guided, and 
I have to keep a straight face. "It's all this, 
but I still have wings." Do you believe it, 
do you believe I believe it, 
after I have said all the rest? 

An answer can depend on so much persuasion, 

an answer can be a series in disguise, 

just piecing together the sights, after opening the eyes up again, 

to try to guide the body, to drive the car. 
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It's notan incline of any 

kind; it's peripheral and luminous. "Believe, 

if you can, the solace of this- the undoing 

that lets you face the exact same thing as before." 

The resolve, 

as I sit, habitual and dog-eared.The wooden chair 

holds me up, I listen to the checkout machines, 

and feel cautious but unrestrained in my eating.The wishes to move 

beyond this or integrate other things are here and there. 

Mostly there is the still wide-eyed embrace, the punctuation 

of routine. Each note falls into place, 

the lace of leverage doesn't seem too far off. 



Update 


I'll tiptoe around the question 
of what invisible truce is made 
between the known and the blocked off 

and maybe this is right. Maybe it is all 

about reintegration. Maybe the thud of habit is all 

that is needed. Forced force, drummed up familiarity. 

The rain beats on, shelter is found 
in different forms. It's different now 
from when I was still in those groups- 

I listened as we carved away and let the barriers fall 

if only slightly- before, there had seemed so much 

of a monumental whirlwind that made the public unreachable. 

It was as though my eyes were forced open 
as I was subjected to humanity's tremor, 
released from a dome. In another dome, 

but connected by wires and poles 

to the greater aquarium of short circuits. Something was very delicate, 
but not in the way it had seemed when I was trying to reach for friends 

in the humid junction.There was nothing elliptical. 

Everything was expected to be laid on the line. 

I want to feel the same nearness 

even though I can't remove myself completely 
from the closet. Atransmission of an outpouring 
may be in proximity, if I could just immerse myself 
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in the suspension needed. It won't be the same 
as the experience before- when we were all 
unabashedly gnawing at collectivity- 

but I can still see the sun where I stand. 

Maybe even more so now that I can fully say 
the belly of the beast is containing me, 

even as a tourist. Still having the fortune 
of escaping back out, to walk among parallel planes. 
So much blazes beneath the dome of the sky- 

can't tell if I seethe planes clearer or not. 

Withering in certain ways, but being born in others, 
my energy, garbled, passes over concrete. 

I walk through most of the day 
with a hat on- no one can see 
how much I need to wash my hair. 

And I become an anonymous, exposed body 
with intention in my eyes, in the disguise 
of someone who is trying to make ends meet¬ 
finding grace in the points when I can look out across 
a space, once a deed is done. The gravity of speech 
leaves me timid, coal burns in the fireplace 

of a hive. Everything is metered 

but an ocean flows amongst the witnesses. 

How can I remove myself from this, even if it robs me 

of sleep? Religion re-commences, 
standing upright as an echo chamber. 

Trying to find the right pitch of resignation 



that would send me into action. Or the right clutch 
of the gear shift that would let me pass by 
what I had planned. Meet me underneath 

the trap door. I will be speaking 
the same beliefs as before, and yet 
my eyes have seen more than I did 

when all was washed away by positionality. 
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I Ran Out of Concerta 


This feels like a bog or a small cave, 

until the rest comes- as in remnant 

or relief.The relief is in the feeling 

that at last I have come to a charged 

point in time when the sun rays commingle 

with a field both seen and changed to luminous 

nothing. Butthe remnants awaken, a set 

of pieces to chew upon. And this is the ideal, 

if only a cliff. My eyes steady 

in the routine, being greeted again and again, 

and yet, here, at this very moment 

I am dealing with a relaxed limitation- 
stripped of a safety net of chemical compounds 
that made up my day again and again, 
stripped of it if only temporarily, I try to grasp 
what I can, even if I am more so than before 
rubbing up against mere facades. I say to myself, 

"I hope I am not missing anything," 

but then find solace in the idea that I am on an island, 

just here to greet the circularity, an unbroken 

thread of a notion of the forward, 

to hopefully mirror itself through time. 

It's a strange economy, in which 
it becomes an asset 

to have physiology quickened to produce something. I find it 
an increasing impulse, yet again- synapses are thinned out, 
made more rapid, but following that 
I can speak to you with this musicality. Is either way, 
slow or shaken, the right path? How can one rate 
the filled hollows that are summoned on the path? 

I'm being tested, to withstand the absence 



of medicine, just to find myself still moving. 

To be a witness to the reverberations 

and vibrations, if only in passing, if only in secrecy, 

this may be enough. 

Without script, the hour closes, the hour 
opens, and under the awning of perceived time, 

I try to make the effort count. I never could 
click my heels and disappear into a thrust 
of action, after so many times of doing so- 
I lost that power. Now I careen in the space 
that is so narrow, I can barely muster a footstep. 

And what is frustrating is 

I can see what I can do, now that the ability has slipped way. 

Still, the sun plays its opera, 

the opposite of shadows, and the song 

that gives life is heard at several 

given times, so that this struggle is silenced. 

To you, 

I offer this window, this set of outlined 
narratives, and someday I may find 
that this interplay is not anomalous. 

And yet, it does not give comfort 
to know the fact alone 
that one does walk among. 

The thunderstorm does its private coloration, 
provided an array of lenses and thickness of skin, 
until the false escapes are weeded out, 
and the echo of reticence and resolve 
is heard, ata higherand highervolume, 
in the shed, the door cocked open. 
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Driven By 


The open eye can 
see the tops of two bare trees, 
branches reaching out, 
from one to the other. 

Seen through 
frame upon frame 
in a museum, 
a drama in the open air. 

These days I see your remembered figure 
backlit by sunlight, 
as I am barreling down this highway, 
not accosted ordisproven. 

But I scrubbed that metal for one last time, 
stood on the flat floor- 
did I know the wave would come so soon? 
My face, 

inundated with warmth as things fall 
into place.Tomorrow I shall try to feel 
something else. 

After we have dined, 
still anonymous to one another, 
always now on opposite sides 
of a curtain's veneer, 

I'll feel the power rush back into my hands. 
As I'm walking back to my car, 

I know there will betimes 
when I will have the power, 
like this, to be in control. 

Or, as they say, "will I?" 



In the gazebo, repeated, 

I feel held up by strings. 

Silent is the will, 
quiet are the bold efforts, 
or so they seem 

stacked up against the trembling. 

Before it was light, 

I would be sent on errands. 

The car would crawl 
in the early mornings, 
it would seem a diversion 
but all the same an order. 

And so this will be, 

Your reflection guiding 
my hand on the steering wheel. 
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Fire 


The year itself 
will be a billboard 
but itwill also turnintoash: 
the fire makes it so, 
the fire is its companion. 

And I will stand 
with one arm extended, 
the other at my hip. 

Sentences heard within: 
thoughts turning into their inverse, 

the flicker of untranslated liturgy. 

I have not decorated this room, 
and am already leaving it, 
but where I now am headed 
is imprinted on my mind, burning. 

A place of origin is made of both ash and fire, 
is both residual silence 

and the birthplace of a witnessed potential. A braid in my vision, 
undone, the stress of the oracular, 

redirected.The birds will sing 

as I cross, glide over the burning coals. The ash will fly up to the sky 
and the sky will be the sanctuary of fire. My knees bend to affirm. 



Four Worlds 


The story is like chalk on 

a blackboard, 

the emanations, 

like shards that come together 

without explanation. 

A thought reared its head 
and said "I am winter, I am a storm." 
Another thought reared its head and said, 
"I am just thin enough to look like a lie." 
The third one came forth, as a beacon, 
the only one that we can see, though 
it will not be the last. 

The thought after that, a recognition 
that though this may not 
be the truth, it is the only light. 

Oh, this procession 
from silent vertigo 
to feet walking straight 
and back again to 
the unbalanced- 
whereverweare, 
we are starlit 
and ongoing. 
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Not Alone 


The ghost caught inside, 
it quivers at the touch. 

Brought low and then 
back into the nest, 
there is the impetus 
to survey the way 
panicand time 
have brought about 
a child, one that 
one can call not one's own 
and claim the moment after. 

The inner doctor said, 
so deep is the wound 
that it may not even be a wound, 
may not be an angel led astray, 
may even be the plan itself. 

The pull and push of this, 
it takes its course 
and we hear voices, see signs, 
hear a murmur that does not stop. 

We name the boundless by these names, just so we may know 

that what is so unseeable 

can at least be a friend, 

as these shapes pass over, 

as the shape of a wound bares down 

or leaves us, another stone in the ride to what we've come to. 

The fractured house is not a widow, 
the boundless not solitary. 



Two Trees 


We came upon a corridor 

where what we could see 

is plasticity, through a slit of light 

and all is congealed 

and we are all small. We saw it and saw 

a death, which may be the only life, 

but the sight of it, that moment of realization 

came upon us, and another branch 

on the family tree was formed. 

It grew until it turned into air, 
touched other trees, beat an unlikely 
boomerang, and all trees suffered. 

And all I can see, in this world, 
is the need for a tree's image, 
one that is outlined by light, 
one that is breathing- and there is 
no race to find what is already here. 

Compelled by law to diverge 

and begin the story, the tree we return to 

because we have to, because the winds have 
swept us here, and no matter how we try to look away, 
the tree beckons our attention. 

I want to be in the air 

sometimes, that stood between 

the tree and its disappearance into air, 

other trees, as I know the apple 

has woven our course, know that the paradox 

of sacrifice allows us to stake a claim 

in the garden that stretches before us. 
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We don't need sacrifice to breathe, 
but we need it to walk, and the moment 
we realized that we didn't need to kill 
to destroy, in that moment words became 
the mounted offering. We sail, 
we try to fashion our living 
to a sharp caress, even though 
it's true that sometimes 
we know we're small, we know 
that the materials are congealed 

but the moment we realized that was just a moment, 
and here, along the shore of this day, 
we behold- a moment again. 



The Turning 

so many architects 
inside of yourself 
and the cobwebs 
they are in the trees 
if you falter 

you will always be new 
and you'll always be what 
you believe 

one day I went walking 
through the crowded street 
and I saw the dancing 
image of 

a figure that was held with weights 
upon on a bed 
and when itwould speak, 
this is what it said 

all the finite things 
are at your door tonight 
and they are not to be 
looked at in the light 
for you hold a special power 
in your midst 

to behold the sacred emptiness 
that lives 
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Independence Day Poem 


I write this from 
that which could be a mansion 
in another's eyes- 
I planned on writing this, 
for such a time calls for words 
to be cast down into the ground. 

It seems like no one 

could call me completely frozen, 

even those who feel 

that I am not heard from 

in the actual call 

of the chorus' 

loudest voice, as the sun shines 
on crates and so many grip 
to the thread of wood, 
after all this mindless effort 
that results in our breath. 

Every person who has the ability 
to see that they've been thrown 
into this plight, asking, 

"listen to the voices 
of the clothes on the clothesline, 
do they speak of our indecision, 
or do they speak of the fire 
that, unlike a revelation, 
does consume the bush, 
although there is breath, 
there is fire, that lives on, 
there is a bush, there is 
a life, a light, still"- 



in listening we here the gripping, 

we hear the starting 
of a motor long since suppressed, 
and it has been started before- 
we know that from the sound it makes. 

Some are left skating around a frozen lake, 
thankful for the moment, 
some stand confined in the yard, 
under an oppressive sun. 

We know the words 

but know the lesson is being changed. 

We know the crucial breath, 

but know we didn't have to be in this mess. 

To be alive in this point, 

this very solstice, 

is to witness the uncertainty 

as though we know that the drawbridge 

will let us pass through, the familiar route, 

with standards both lowered and hired. 

And yet, 

we have seen the way, partially folded, 

the drawbridge points 

to the mysterious sky, 

as though we could be held 

up to the oblivion 

that may better receive 

the sweat, the attachments 

of kin and its Other. 
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We've wandered this far, 

and may always find 

that we've been changed 

forever, and we 

are baptized in finding 

this out, burning but still standing. 



Uncovered 


The clouds drift, 
and a boulder 
is kept, at times, 
over that which, 
uncovered, we cannot see 
anyway.The hill towers 
butthe boulder 
is here beside us. 

Everything is green and alight. 

When what the boulder covers 
is uncovered, it merges 
with the systems 
that keep us standing. 

It is like a spirit 
that possesses us. 

Butthe prophet at the gate 
of a cave asks us, 

"what can this spirit do for you, 
nowthatyou know its being?" 

We shrug and the sky darkens. 

A hand, invisible, covers the spirit-like thing, 
and in the morning 
we are left searching. 

We do not forget 
what we have been taught, 
butthat which shines likedew 
is almost useless. 

We cry out, 

"oh meeting of bone 
and mystery, oh meeting 
of this world and that- 
we know your eyes, 
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have seen your smile: 
where are you right now ? 1 


The landscape tilts and we know 
we must hold tight, 

must make amends with this separation. 

"There is a horizon," 
it is stated, "in which I am 

safe in your arms and you are safe in mine. I am the light that bewilders, 

and you are a station 

in this unbreakable highway." 

Context does not equal solace, 

and it does not equal the absence of solace. It is in my power, though, 
to see the sun. 



Orange 


1 . 

A message is transmitted 
and it's fed to the receiver- 
well rub up against it, 
being found by being lost 

in translation 

I ask "where do I go 
with these stacks of silence" 
and the trail continues 
and I wish not to be empty. 

The air grows cool 
when you imagine it- 
you and your sword 

can discern but you can close your eyes 
when you want, 
accepting the surface, 
dull or sharp, 

you and the window of time, 
the chiseled head, 
asking yourself 
whether you can do better, 
and then safely retreating 
to being curled up- 
the earth revolves 

whether or not you become insistent 

on stacks- silence, noise, 

the race amidst repeated obligations, 

once again- saying this saying 
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and hoping it will cast the greatest 
spell yet- that I may grasp 
the husk I hear calling to me. 

The waves of years, 

not regret now 

but a solace in the making. 

The faded signal, 
choruses of lessons 
4/4 rhythm, 

and us, barely grasping the way 

we have bodies that maintain themselves. 

The liturgy says 

it is always Egypt, 

and when all is said and done, 

this is a benefit 

of having the cord cut- 

the hands piercing the air 

as it ceases to matter 

whether we are at a breaking point 

or not. 

The teams of phrases 
and even affirmations 
once tormented. 

As the years go by, 
the half-truths bud 
and the world of souls 
is renewed, 
if only in the mirror, 
if only in the ether. 


2 . 



You leave me sometimes 

with no choice, 

but the taste is so sweet. 
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2 . 

Equinox and Ember 
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Comb Your Hair or Put it in a Bun 


there was a time in the eve 

of some immense thicket, 

a time when i leapt to the backs of ponies paid for, 

the time in the solstice of years, 

in which plateaus bloomed in special alcoves. 

there were people, embers in my eyes 

but flesh all the same, singing, plotting, 
emerging in heaves, speculating on things 
for which i could understand the urgency, 
yet, once i even partially grasped their weight, 
would hide myself under the stairs. 

but nonetheless, bugs flailed 

and the pockets of the laughter in between 
buildings ended up keeping me, insuring a certain 
stability that was better than simply rotting. 

all the same, i thought i could do better. 

feet in my silence grew heavier, the same things 
appeared over and over again, 

everything seemed to be carrying the aura of fate, 
even when i had closed the book of inner voices 

and wanted to find answers that were 
more of the unfortunate air. 
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we all seemed to feign being on a precipice, 

and even when it felt silly it was probably true, to a degree. 

i have seen the imprints of a continued flowering, 
stronger connections, best wishes, 

it seemed i never had a divine ordinance that kept me 

in the scope of these people 

but all the same they actually seem to be grounded. 

see me now, 
in a robe 

of silence, mingling 
with the trunks of elephants 
and nipping at the sources. 



Spring Invocation 


it's like a streamer or bulletin 

that would be good to send to the air 

which would say 

"let the stream be diverted, 

let the coal of 

forgiveness be a stepping stone 
but notan afterlife." 

it's a life picked to the companions 
likeatweezed hair or nail, 
it's like a weed, or a tumbleweed, 
as though its identity rested upon 
desolation, irrelevance and shame. 

but all that stand around 

have frail butterflies resting 

in their palms, the bulldozer 

rests upon the pavement. 

and winter slowly crosses the arch into memory. 
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Outlines 


1 . 

the body, scrapes upon pavement, 

flies slightly over the reaches, 

it is like a ghost, bringing its presence 

in the steam and heat of 

whatever plants have uprooted themselves. 

litter, foundations, distinct references, 
these are still here when the body makes 
its way towards them, but this is the thing- 
we are prone to see a ghost 
as that which brings the things at its feet to itself 

as different parts in a corresponding system, but in a moment, 
a closer look, 

maybe even a talk to the ghost, 

we know it is still real, but real as an old shoe. 

the haze thickens. 

where does the concept of refuge then go, now that 
it is revealed 

that we are playing pinball? we find a little 
place by a creek, decide that the lilypads 
are singular, and say, whoever is or isn't present, 

"yes, my dear, we are counted among this." 

and it's all that is bending, now that we have witnessed how 
we are blind, and the body is still there, and there is still flesh- 
and maybe it sees lily-pads, maybe it is pressed against a weight, 
have we understood that weight? depends, 
errant behavior reigns supreme. 



there's presiding witness, 
but to some the tar may just look 
like fuffs of cotton 
glanced at in tedium, 
and the act of love 

remains in the basin. 

2 . 

bodies, bodies, 

bodies propped up against wood, 
the sparks that form 
beside their heads 
don't cease, keep forming 
new ways to settle in 
chairs or beds. 

we'll flatter, over the course of time, 

but we may not know 

where our voices echo to 

in tunnels where signification reigns 

and nondescript crates of among-sites 

start falling on shelves 

that we carry around with us. 

and so it is said, by the onlooker 
who can find no redemption 
in the gravity of emergences: 
i will place myself 
in company with a voice i know to 
rake out the silence and place it into 
a stasis that might command 
unwavering support. 
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the grave stones and pocket weapons, 
they will never cease- but if moss is still here, 
another presence, a different form, 
may still twang. 

and it is said that we can't emerge unless we discard this, 
and it is said that we need this to arrange rooms, 
either way, the sound of violet hits the newscast weather, 
and in the yard, we start working. 

there are times when we place the same glass window on the grass 
over and over, waiting for a new shade to come, 
the sun erases, or recovers, whatever you want. 

3. 

the crown of the others- 

cascading without a distinct word or napkin. 

it is said 

that we are fallers in a game 

of pawns and such 

where a breath strip is slipped 

underthetongue 

amidst ancient road intersections 

and we are immensely doubled, as some walk on stilts 

and some do not 

in another dimension, but also in this one, roughly and abruptly. 

the slide of my finger is ambiguous, 
the beating of a heart, steam, breath, 
and taken from the sky is this feeling 
that now the third person commences, 
ricocheted in a moment, the rest is underneath 
our palms, so new and deep, discs and waiting. 


swords are swallowed, the hill looks razed 



as we are bumping into one another, features in this are cloudy 

even though for me this is hard to admit. 

i did not pop from an egg, expecting that i would 

be raked so wonderfully in the eggshells of promise. 

i grit my teeth as something so wonderful 

yet multitudinous happens, it's always been 

construed as too much, but still, as the clay reeks, 

and it seems like tightrope walking still wants to be heard, 

i listen for the tapping 

of breath, collected. 
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Waiting to Get to the Earlier Bus Stop 


of all the bridges that came, 

full of indicators 

and populated perhaps 

with autonomous motives 

in the night of others, 

i passed by many in that part of time, 

with the feeling that it surely was 

a special climate, but there was no feeding area, 
no sliding pop, that was in there for me 
or at least i did not care to acknowledge it. 

i think now of where it could be 

in my periphery, now that a beanstalk just hangs 

and the moon is revealed to have just been 

an orbitand a rock, meanwhile,foundations 

get more muscular in the sense of 

feeling more enthralled by 

this little act in the underside 

of life. 

if a wing is now present, it will 
need a bird. 

breath collects in the pockets, stories, 
fear and new envisionment, the nest 
bounces until a new path of wind 
distributes its answer. 



Discs 


Fear, like an oyster in a sea of crystals, 

distinct yet coddled by weights external to its body, 

stretched or shrunken in the sauna of multiple 
bodily narratives.Then it is a mirror, 

fear a body, the body a body, both in irreplaceable armor, 
but still able to be shifted, modified, 

by hybrid forms. 

Hunting for sunken treasure in this crystal sea 
that houses both the body 
and its reference points. 

Clutching a pendant, as an ark or a beam, 

situated before all of this cinder became known, 
yet somehow able to identify its action 
as being a source of force, the without. 

Its fiber validated by its almost-absence, 
the silence being an alternative to me 

to being floored by the dew, 
thought of being mis-represented 
before the hatching, always scrambling 
to testify. 

Is it a rock? Don't know yet. I have to keep reaching 
on the slope. 
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Floating in an Innertube over the Wreck 


i could not, in my youth, 

discern the long chain, 

the fact of a distant star, 

and if i could it was only 

in a book of myths 

which i did notthink my name held, 

but later could see it- it being either the chain, 

the star, or my name in blazing letters, 

promising to carry my limp body over coals 

that were oxygen for my friends. 

ripped asunder but still on a leaf, i sought redemption 

in some dream of a teenage retreat, but no sound upon the air 

could be felt- only the quiver of morality and arbitrary snaps. 

hold me in your vision if you can see this 

and still don't become ashamed, 
i am climbing the wall in hopes for a rib of the oak, 
a nesting that was aborted 

and now starting to look like a return, the deepest ocean 

still has so many silent and fleeting particles. 

and it means nothing, except that these are in keeping with 

something that amasses most of our bodies, the earth. 

a resting place, found but not forsworn, this is all. 

but tell me, can you hear this faint whisper, is it hybrid 

or statue, candy or betrayal? 

the roots didn't snap, but we kept our secrets half-sheltered, 
and we darted, or at least i did. tell me 
if you don't think it's worthwhile 
to see this scarlet, distant vision, 
ortell me,again, 



there is another wheelbarrow in the sand. 
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It's Calling Me 

it's not that i would want to recover some sight 
or some love - 

that imposed itself over stale floor panels in my late fug 
of adolescence, where in between 
parted seas and 

gatherings that never were truly attended 
i abided by the crates of a created hour, 
that is a leaflet in which i was sullen, 
complacent, 

and yet in the solace of each new day 
i want to go back more and more. 

because i am still reaching around the oasis off-kilter, 
still making allusions to diseases of affluence, 
love that defies categories, still falling 
into waves that are mere wallpaper 
in the house of bunsen burners. 

i want to return in a way that is with grace, 

to that other city, 

to the rakes and placebos, 

even if they are distant from what i thought i wanted. 

it makes sense in a melancholic way, 

that i look at a memory of order and composure 

and draw my nets there, but all the while, 

so much passion is made of something 

that eludes the sides of buildings. 

it's a nest of distaste that got me writing, 

it's a sacred oath that made something 

like a fire on the stove. 

between prayers i try to let go 

of my percussive circling, 



and whether the avoidance is there or not, 

i wait for thunder to be a communicator. 

buildings, stones, sidewalks, 

they are anonymous and distant, 

no matter where you go. 

in this way, the identity of a city is paved 

by so much horror, like the earth 

and your body are mostly water. 

and you can still, on your perch, 

regard togetherness as so crucial, and once the pottery 

of legends strips itself from your perspective, 

then a deeply felt beginning, 

full of both the bonds of aversion and hegemony, 

commences, and still i feel the waves rise, 

still i know that the daily bread 

cannot match the thunder. 

i want to lean over a crease and begin this journey. 
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Perches that Don't Waver 


whether it is for the interest 

of conserving some half-formed energy, 

or simply not being diverted, 

i've been hanging under the overpass, 

constellations of form are dodged but a glimmer of 

perspective knocks out overt sense of lack, nevertheless, 

it seems that each story falls off into the landfill, 

somehow blind to the power 

of a resurrected thought pattern, and in each window, 

a ceramic tulip is not phased by its 

identity as a simulacrum. 

it seems a paradox to love 

so much and to be so diverted 

into such solitude, yet here it becomes 

the simple fact, covered in the finite deliverance 

of small lakes, monsters of our creation 

pouring out mosaics 

that aren't completely apart from light. 

the archaic narratives seem too much to bear, 
as in myself a primitive strand reigns, 
i didn't know it would be so glued to my identity, 

the fact that the intimate is so much of an imagined viper, 
it seemed a hill that i had not crossed at times when i was younger, 
but now i wonder if i could ever catch my breath again 
in my present state, bemused, starlit, 

with a head turned away 

by a force of which i can know the birthplace 

but never understand in its magnitude. 



but to admit this all, this is my favorite star. 

the flakes of doubt are washed 

off the face in the morning of the water. 

and the other is still a scarecrow, 

but if i can show that this is a reflex 

and not a belief, 

i will show the scores of people 

that in my memory 

is a fondness for dance. 
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Conversation 


It was the horns by the gate, 

the desert a thing to get mesmerized by 

and the great tone, chisel blank, wattage to not fear, 

basement roses, routines to compliment. 

I followed him up the partly paved way, 
he spoke of honeycombs that hang in thin air, 
and thickairthatwas like billboards. "I am afraid," 
he said, of this downfall into what rises from heat 

after one can indulge in an anthill that 
is not foreseen, and what the stick figure 
horizons can mean in such a stylized deluge. 

For this is a margin that is perhaps forbidden territory, 

an awful skyscraper hanging from the telephone lines, 

or something just as consistent, a gesture towards vision 

that poses as both a disruption and that which reaffirms this consistency." 

And he walked confidently, noticing the care taken on building step paths 

for the first or second time, exalting that, it is built, there is no lie. 

I walked alongside and watched the plow 

invisible in the sky, the tethers on the ranch at a comical distance, 

and receded into mercy and hesitant delivery. 



The Dissolution of Liturgy 

there's a way of dipping into archaic texts, 
pearls that dangle from tragic bread, 
that excludes the methods of skepticism 
and emphasis. 

it is not a method but a breath, 
not a tool but a percussive thump, 
a reference point stuck in an unclear moon. 

it's as though the oil and oysters of words have power, 
once downed from glasses 

in a halted pub, a location built by the collapse of fables, 
tilting between averted gaze and nothingness, a patron 

at this pub is relishing in how 

in the backroom there are clanging utensils, and how 

the tip you are told to leave is made of parodic bills. 

you shake each hand, even if you are unworthy 

of the recognition of others. 

you are the royal oaf for all they know, 

and so it could be heinous to exalt the archaic 

in any way. and yet, after all the masquerades, 

there's nowhere but a feigned impartiality 

to run to. on this night, the sidewalks 
are stepped upon loudly, you wonder 
if there is a radio, a machine 
that could take you back into control, 
an airing of morality in these texts, 
these ancient scrolls, 

seems so honorable and strong on certain grounds, 
but in the night of crashed confetti, you have to reach in. 
the apples are clean if you can shake off any absolutes. 
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can you see through any window? 

if there is lightand dark, 

do they merely have functions for each other? 

the reach into mere devotion brings a new tunnel, but 
i can't speak for all who have brought their cargo here, 
there is such a thin line between spikes of manipulation 
and earned privilege, and there is a waiting that no pious person 
could hoist from me. no matter how great the crater it creates, 
it is up to my communion and steps 
to foster the lake. 



Stars that Follow 


it begs the question, 
is there ever a true misstep 
through these paths, an empty barging, 
a forced fall, a race into that which held us? 

i want to be healthy even though 
i cannot see a direct path to the ascension 
in here- the birthplace of hunches and dreams. 

no. it's a full-on aversion that happens when i think about it, 

and i no longer trust the project of completely dissociating 

to take a certain step. 

could there be a parallel way, though, 

one where the divine is in keeping with our steps? 

i regret calling names 

when i could not then step forward 

into deeper territory. 

there's confusion, but still i will abide 

by the clock of my heart, i don't want this 

to be distance, 

and i don't necessarily approve of my wish 
to be forgotten by some. 

if there's any nondescript jewel that can be beheld, 
even in what seems to be the wrong room, 
the wrong place in time, 

i hope i find it as the days cast levers within time, 
and the sun beats upon 
these misleading projections. 

i distance myself 
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from the past self that jumped over fences just to do so. 
and still i want to love. 



A Question of Routine 


fountain of youth, spraying upon the leagues of corn, eternal sprinklers, 
dripping onto the husks, and it would seem like it's indiscriminate but its 
not. each turn of the sprinkler 

presents a vantage point unlike the other, a pathway into another world, 
prized components stacked up. it startles if you have not been in this turn 
for awhile, if you've been out the loop, still in the field, 

but standing closer to the leagues of trees, the forest beckons in a way that 
cannot turn you away, especially if you know a way through the woods that 
is safe from wolves. 

this is not a real ecosystem but a frail metaphor, and a landscape 
nonetheless, each stream of water in the metaphor is finding a way to 
restore the vision of custom, proper and spontaneous at the same time. 

for each splash of water is shaped not like the one before, and so wakes the 
particular visions of strangers, acquaintances, and friends, finding you in 
this field, awake and aloof. 

it's been so long since you were able to stretch out an arm, in the swelter of 
perceived scrutiny, balm upon the fields as the smaller words are 
exchanged, it is never the dawn, it's always the afternoon. 

you have been led into this field by an unknown guide, a voice that was 
birthed from other voices, you eatthe corn sometimes, reminiscing about 
eating words from people's mouths, but you know that retrieving that 

activity has to involve going into a house and not a field, one that is not lit 
by any light, except for the oil of words, spoken and salvaged, the shadows 
of cactus do stretch from mile to mile around the house, and the wind beats 
hard. 
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what is intimacy but a sprinkling of dust, water, or oil? is there not a 
boomerang effect for anyone? but you feel the heat blaze in the field and 
find the crops just sitting there, you need to till this land before any rest. 



A Median 


there is talk- about accountability- 

it is the freight 
of the day, 

poised above the rickety frames of beds 
and cars, beyond junkyards- 

in the rubbish piles, among slightly blinding lights that flicker in the night, 
it takes its step, 

and in the cold street where the awnings are not often changed, 
it rests like a leaf. 

something has finally broken free, and there is sprayed 
a vengeance that only some, or most, can hold in the light, 

for some then reach towards platitudes 
out of the need that disbelief creates, 
privilege one of the lasting awnings- 

smoke rings cloud it, 

but it looks like a foreign body, a specter of the wrong projection, 
to those who have been in perpetual alignment with it. 

"it is still a blinder yet so are the bugs in the junkyards," 
the bystanders are simply dwellers of a borderland, 
depending on how they have been upheld- 
"we are shrunken by things we embody," 

"we are pierced by shadows and then cast collages of them." 

and yet these outlines, the shapes of doors themselves, are lost to us. 

it is like a whole system of veins, another species. 
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yet we then get defensive because "the same lust and brokenness 
of a simple nervous system has penetrated our lives," 
dancing upon frames, doors. 

"the psyche is now iron-cast," so we stumble for words to make it 

the bracketed pedestal of which it simply takes the image, 
we say, we must sew these wounds even if they take the identity 

of lies- they rest upon the sill and do not budge- 
they are the phantoms of a borderland, they are the poles 
of Area 51, the shadows of a testing ground long begone. 

we rarely seek donors, but sometimes see 

that we are then only comforted by those who are also standing 

on the edge of lies, we seek deliverance inherently 

yet from what we can't describe, 

in the cold morning, 

the cold street, 

where the awnings are our flesh 
and blood. 



The New Dialogue 

to be counted in with the reckless assembly, the bristles of harm- it seems 
like a cacophonous ending, a tepid end to an otherwise victorious aura, 
the outline that once hung around another one seemed bright and full of 
excess dandelions, a surplus, cyclical like the distribution of water in a 
fountain, but alas, the cyclical does not necessarily mean secure in some 
corners, some distant unobserved star needs to be pined for, and it is not 
just a simple question of exalting the ethereal unknown, it seems 
compelling to confront that anxiety of having the upper hand and being at 
fault in a way, to understand that there are thickets that are procured by a 
crushing quantity, to make space for the world of appearances, stepping 
back from a sense of clear understanding just in order to point one's gun in 
the right direction at a later date. 

still, there are ambassadors for shelter and also going forward who warn 
about guilt- in a way they are correct but truthfully there are so many pitfalls 
in accepting the professed love, unconditional issuing from these 
interactions, there's a life to be lived beside others- one in which a stern 
gaze is cast on things, matters beyond immediate understanding, it can 
exist beside the hay bales of whimsy and complacency, i think, 
because the five senses exist beside one another as well, it's a time when 
things seem to be under the threat of being debunked, and that's the one 
question: is contradiction still not apparent enough to be seen at first 
glance? i suppose there's that strange aftertaste of domination that comes 
with certain positionalities, it has to be broughtto the surface and judged. 

i may be in this because i myself am a monster, or i may actually be 
sounding a call for something else, whether a personal return or a praise for 
better communication and relations in the restless, spiky dew. i need to 
restore and correct, because i left off at a page in healing where i was just 
being asked what my moral compass was. i said my oft-repeated answer- 
i am in a headlock. it feels that way, so there is no other morality, i never 
knew if in that exchange my plea was taken as grounded or manipulative. 
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and i can never know, perhaps, something about this reminds me 
of the way a thinker tried to identify the realm of shadows, 

and it is because there is always a topos that creates identity, there's always 
the figures whose faults are glossed over because of the audacity they 
represent- somewhere one's own audacity yearns for but has not 
gone to yet. and the crease between is a cliff, you never know it until you 
are asked to give forth your earnings in a bold faced interaction, full of 
judgment that is just as rigid as the prevailing kind even if it is from a 
different imperative, the burden of the crowdedness and expansiveness of 
everything creates morality and also the breakup there of. is the light in my 
eyes still untainted? can there be redemption? is this a crime? the droplets 
of parachutes and the extinguishing of fires have littered and bridged my 
life, i can't let go of the thread that lets these idols and choruses speak. 



Mirrored 


1 . 

best not to see content as mystifying. 

thick rows of crops always swarm, 

they imitate the shifting of sand 

and they reproduce. 

tucked away is a chorus, 

designed to weather storms, vocal chords 

not betrayed by seasons. 

whether its good or bad, 

a chorus is what ties things together. 

the land is never arid. 

2 . 

i would always see a theme trembling in the streetlight 
when i had my head so razed by indecision, deep questioning 
that was an act of trying to beat myself to the punch, 
when did i get sucker punched, can the finite points 
be all i have? to witness what makes one love 

is a necessity, but also there is the dysphoria that rages 

passion in a good way. it's hard for some to see this. 

to be clear, it is of mixed morality- you are sometimes pleasuring yourself 

to the wrenching of guts, but to feel around each quick, 

as even in these solemn, enclosed spaces the culture of times enters, 


such a need is had. such a want is there. 

to be at the top of the chain and eat from the bile 

of injustice, it may not ever be escaped. 
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3. 


could you see me in this light? the sunset off-kilter, 

my hair drying or simply dirty, my abdomen more pronounced 

my virginity intact, my mouth shut. 

i always wanted from a certain point on 

to have the image of someone who has overcome something, 

but i sometimes see that that is not even a thing, or if it is, 

best to remove the less-desirable modes of rhetoric 
that are there whether breath has been restored or not. 

4. 

all my goals, fluttering, as we are staring into each other's eyes 

in municipalities unkempt and of mixed use. 

only drugs will get me back into the swing of things. 



To a Guardian 


when you were gone almost half a 

life ago, that was the year when a certain butterfly spread its wings 

in a risen sun's wake, saw its fortune and not yet its curse. 

it was the year when i read a poet's memory, droning elegy 

that began "strange to be thinking of you now," 

and indeed it seemed odd that someone 

would write such a long thing not hot on the heels 

of fresh grief. 

but here i am, half a life afterwards, 
trying to see how these dream-meetings 
correlate with the fauna 
of spirit-science, as they are said to have, 
when you were gone i felt a heavy 
sadness at first but then felt something new 
spreading over me, 

i couldn't help but think we would have had some clash 

when i was discovering new freedom, 

whether it be intrinsic to myself 

or in the gallows of all of this nighttime air. 

but it's the realm of guilt, to say that, 

for when we are speaking of those parted, 

sometimes i feel we should only look at threads 

of connection that were there in still moments. 

but still, i think of how you would rearrange things 

if you could, i feel so debilitated after certain years- 

years when sometimes i think i could have had 

a voice like your's at my shoulder, 

prompting me to be direct with myself. 

where i wandered i could not describe to you, 

it was somewhere between the main road and the desert, 
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somewhere in the folds of consternation. 

some say that it is natural for those years, 

the cauldron of early 

post-adolescence, to have the feeling 

like your wanting and fear is a giant exposed nerve, 

looking eagerly atthe upward hill,the scorched 

concrete, and some say those were the years 

that can't be robbed of oneself. 

but it's a voice like your's 

that now makes me think 

i have a second chance, at claiming glory 

or at least dignity, i don't think of where 

we would clash but where the neatly folded clothes 

and light that comes through windowpanes 

play a role in closure. 



Remembering the Innocent Rail 

well there were those waves, 
the tag-along insignias on shirts, 
the dull fluorescent lighting, 
the late 90's a beacon barely faded, 

i think it's endlessly fortunate for me to have memories of raptu 
tied to the string of these limbs 

when all crumbled, and everyone who could not be cushioned 
was taken into this- 

although the symphony from the cardinal 
is a signal that there's some overlap 
between this luxury i feel 
and some of the strangers in the yard. 

funny, i said to someone 

that they would realize that all theirfearsfor me 

were true, and still, the ache of rhythm doesn't die down 

with the scroll of envisioned disappointments. 

we still see people calling upon 

the lights of the windowpane, 

the embers of meandering promise- 

is the bird of youth only to exist in its own confines? 



Letter to my Sight, My Past 


if you felt the brush 

of some othertenant 

come across the air, 

and saw elements of yourself 

that you thought could never enter 

such a glazed, cleansed scope, 

then it is time to have another form of seriousness 
in reaction to this- 

now that eyes have opened, have you lost a language, 
are you surrendering and hence realizing 
how things are embedded, 
itisall of these things 

and perhaps your narrow soul, but in the race 
to overcome this, 

think not of guilt but of grace 

and let the eye be at bay, in the midst of a blizzard 

when there are so many coats, you have shoes so 

you can walk, you can know the footsteps, 

and now it is time to praise all that 

this silence sheltered you from. 



3 . 

Found a Vessel 
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The Swan and its Path 


Searching forYou 
in the sand dune of what was once 
expected: 


this is the exact gatepost 
where I stood, breathing but still 
not willing to walk across, 
it could have been a floodgate, 
the way I thought of it. 

Now that I have stepped across 
it is not so much a gate, 

not so much a levee, as it is another answering mouth. 
No bird stalks the horizon 
except for the bird of my sight, 
wondering if this place, 
this mouth, still can hold me- 
after years I had run 

and never really known the answer why, 
beads of sweat trailing the path off the road. 

If you listen you can hear 
the voice that is always there, 
is always a sharp arrow 
though it hides itself in pillows. 

This voice murmurs something 
and the machines of the living 
record every attempt towards 
the maintenance of a life. 


You doubt the swan 
could ever have escaped 
but now you are the swan 
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and thus cannot see yourself. 

Time has made your the fact of your face 
only known by looking at the water. 



Like a Movie About a War 


"So much for letting 
my presence pass through 
a pure entrance" 

these words came again 

as I turned the tides, turned the corner 

one more time, felt the brevity become 

an answer unto itself, 

snatched up the glory to myself, 

and still, as the days passed into the 

end of the month, 

saw the same nagging vision 

come weaving its way. 

And the sunlight still seals itself on us. 

Listen as the distance grows, 

listen as the music comes from bars, 

make note of the ways this scenery 

has held fast to a self-same rhythm, 

and the way it hasn't, 

and in those spaces where people return, 

notice the life cycles. 

But me, I let go of this like a dandelion. 

The day on the mount will come, 
we are already here, 

the blessing blends with the feeling 
that this is the end. 


We look at each other as we always have 
but where does it unfold from here, 
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what speech do we have in the coming years 
to untangle this tornado? 

The veil is definitely being lifted- 
Heaven and Hell, though, joined at the hip, 
and still we return, the end times meaning 
the eternal present, like a movie about a war. 

I discovered that intuition can never be pure 
and this is possibly the golden truth. 

We spin outwards and it is the truth 
and something other than the truth, 
but gravity holds, the body stays. 



Street Layout 

I can see myself 
dancing on the fringes 
of the island, 

clothed but still looking over my shoulder- 
for the air has eyes too, 
and a pair of pants is nothing but a fig leaf 
in its eyes. 


Seethe impact, here- 
such a small instance carries 
the birthmark of a song that leaps out 
of a mouth, so pressed to be delivered 
out of bondage, out of the waste. 

We whistle and the avenue opens. 


The spheres are activated, 
the spheres are not. 


They fall into the wind, 
they are whispers 

and most of the time we can't tell the difference. 

"Look at me," 
someone says, 

"and let me shed the absence of my fate 
and let me hold your's in your presence," 
and when it seems that this request 
does not translate, they walk away. 
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On the Path 


The ground rises and falls, 

through the long weeds, the cadence of sun. 


a portion illuminated. 


It livens up a patch, 


On this patch of land, 
foundations emerge and hide, 
emerge and hide. 

The revolutions of the earth, 
a tilling of itself. 


So I will be glad 

in the midst of this collection of narrow spaces 
when someone or something notices me, pressed up against 
a flower or some vines, and in seeing them I am conjoined, 
not to their presence but to the path again, redeemed: 

it is the same, but with additions. 


Imperfect reactions, clang of all routine, 

the beads outlining the door. 


It is notan omen 
but a temporary shock 
that sometimes begins the process 
that you begin 

of approaching the dreamt of act, 


and the thread divides. 



Voices Retrieved 


1 . 


"And hold fast to Me 
though it not be a water slide 
into the destination, 

that which rests atop the hill. 

You are placed in a room, 
binding and unbinding 
the string around your hands 
and ankles. 

You all drum something up; 
it is all yarn 

but what comes will not be yarn." 

These words found on no wall, 
written upon words, an offering 
to that which does not speak, 
but offered up as though it were an echo. 

"There is no safety." 

This may be a different voice, 
a voice that emerges 
as the brain curls into itself, 
a refrain that reaps the benefit 
of preparation. 
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2 . 


The sight of our tender selves, 
spaced apart. Each under 
a tree ofourown- 

though we were on the playground so long ago, 

sitting under the same tree. I say to myself, what do I want 

to say, of myself and from myself, for myself- 

do I want to reach back 

because a husk of shame has been shed? 

It was so seamless. I could speak and not be wading 
through a sea of caution, though I was already in 
that dim fishbowl, already in the school system. 

There has been a lot of space between, 
a great curve. 

I go deeper, into what I do not know, 

(Y)ou are there with you, 
and I am shrouded, 
but still, an intimation 
away from throwing the pebble, 
throwing the dice. 

So long ago, the last of a purity 
that may still be redeemed. 



Sunset 


Some deep resistance 
towards lifting oneself up 
which then folds 
into a positive resignation 
but you are once again 
in the same place 
and where you go is bound 
to what looks like a shield 
but is not- is a slow crawl, 
an avalanche. 

But in this person, 
the better parts arise. 

Apeoplehood within, 
standing inert and then overlapping, 
and then framed by the light 
of others' eyes, a little balance 
between combing 
and fleeing the scene. 

From one coast to another, the mast perceived through fog. 
The ship and all on it are living amongst belief. 

The tall weeds, the tall reeds 
grow up high, sway 
from side to side 
as history empties itself out, 
a rake that only captures 
caricatures, and another 
which captures everything else- 

the breath, the mortar. 
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This is what a ray of light 

starts to look like, now that 

I have seen past myself: 

a thin banner going across 

the sky, and then gone from 

our eyes. A shadow on the cave wall, 

and it is all this and not- 

I try to say this, 

as we crawl on the surface 

of the ground, 

ancient fusing of racing presences. 

But all I can say 
is this can't be the end- 

thatall we can do 

is give space, and make 

for the withering of lies, 

and for the things once cast as lies 

to be woken from the tomb. 



And Do All of My Commandments 

The bird is folded, it is paper, 
it is alive. 

The vista is still there. See it on a screensaver, 
see it burning before your eyes. 

No choice but to stir the waters, no lesson other tha 
one is to be here and seize this command. 

If we can't envision a world redeemed, 

do I have permission to say I've kept a struggle going? 

Spiraling inward 

as the years pass, 

trying to edge a way 

past excess- standards lower 

and all radiates stronger all the same. 

Things verge, 

breaths once compartmentalized are just 
expelled and taken back in- 
pining away for the light of "liberty," 
conjoined to the want to repeat- 

repeat a command 

butletthe paperfall- 

a command is a bird, 
it is paper, 

it is still there. 

The command is not a thing but a being. 

Not a chord, not a note, 
but a texture. 



And it splinters into many. 

I think after all these years 

we are herded down a great hill 

not by a teacher but by something older. 

And the sameness of ourselves 

is relevant- after all these years 

of being away, and still 
our dreams diverge. 

We awake and our hair is braided, 
and fora moment 
the cloud blesses our eyes, 
the space and time 
a darkened horizon. 


May a meeting be a connecting rod 
The smoke stays, but we are written 

And I say, "where is the ladder?" 

All the resistance caved in and then 
became a spirit frozen, 
and I carry it- 

in its frozenness it thaws, 

held close to me. 

I see the ladder 

and it holds my remembrance of the simplest crossing, 

and the mystery of what we have been, 

what we are. But after this is the void 

that does not need a tightrope, 

is clasped beyond the elders, 

is favored by time's irrelevance. 



All the fields folded, 

but here we walk, stretching out. 
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Yom Kippur 

The sovereignty flows, 
bobbing on the water. 


I clasp it once 
and am also kept from it- 

not everyone thinks this is so. 

There are numbers of waves 
and numbers of promises- 
which gleam like the sun 
reflecting off of the water. 

Time reads a story, 
but the Sabbath, 
the Day of Atonement- 

once shrines, 
are now leaves 
that fall 


from a tree 
we are severed from 
but can still see, that we 
cannot touch but 
gives us shade. 


All this way we've come 

and it is yet to be determined 

what awaits-the regime 

is not marked by repetition, 

a different mark rests upon the windowsill, 

or so we'd like to believe. 



The blade of grass of which 
the day is made, 
part of a species 
though distant all the same, 

and here comes the lawnmower 
that allows us to grow again. 

The fire's memory is erased, 
but only at the front of the mind. 

Coals burn, down where 
sight is, and underneath, 
the breathing river. 

Power falls into power, 
one eclipses the other, 

and then it turns. We turn. 
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Customer Service 


I am above the speakers, 

the ones that blare out the racing beat 

and the sounds coagulate, 

the meters overlap. 


As many go into the faceless tunnel, 

I reach to the stones in close proximity. 
I tell myself that this is safe, 
that under this rock 

a voice can claim itself. 

Singing the praises of caution 
with threads in the clothing, 
speech tumbling outand thesun's 
gaze resounding. 


Voices are broadcasted, 

and someone else decides which ones. 

The sharp edges of things 
meet the face of just getting by, 
or of trying to uphold a room 
amidst the forest. 

My voice, my speech 
resting at the door, 
at the feet of those who walk 
in the hallway, 


in this house that has guests 
all the time, that still 
is watchful, 



as luxury meets the weary eyes 
as days and siblings are held close 
or not, as orders are taken, 
as the whole is injected 
into a tube, a room. 


The chorus caked onto 
a glistening surface, 
stale, spicy, almost seeming 
stuck. 

You are only enclosed 
by the weathered gate. 

Hurricanes or rays of light 
slip through, and this is just one 
part of town. 
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Bargaining 


There is a way of waiting 
that gestates, forgets itself 
and swims out to the sun, 
its distance growing 

until it swims back to you so goes the pattern. 

There seems to be noway 

of studying whether this is a gift or not, 

yet still we seek a way 

if we really wantto walk, 

in these shallow waters, 

where the ground is near 
but the heaviness of water 
astounds all the same. 


The roof is slanted, 

and it may seem like this blows out the fire. 

It is not a fire that pushes us onward, 
in times where all that the stove emits 
is a slow boil- 

it is an undoing, an exhale. 

And then the story marches onward. 

Is fighting worth the trouble? I have found 
that it takes a poking to get to the other side, 
as though a force stronger than memory 
needs to be reminded that well still be standing, 
still calling across the air. 

You'll drape a frieze across the hours, 
the boisterous static, 
always here, but seldom 
does this mean we are doomed. 



In the layers of smoke, I am calling, 

in the hour where no wish is distinguishable, 

I am distant but not the same as this place. 

They say we'll die without force: 

the sound of this saying 

orbits us 

but we are redeemed 
by a stern lie, 

at times when the power cannot be named, 
but what redeems us 
is not the only thing that carries us. 
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Interface 


I am breaking my silence as I prepare 

for the coming of the wavering, 

invoking the notion that the clouds of the unwavering 

can pass over this, 

shadows upon the movable dirt. 

And we scoop the distinct flowers, 
touch hands between us, 
hide as we face each other, 
begin to say the things 
that sew up dreams 

of Molochs and demons, 

of towers with another language inscribed- 

these are with us, 
languages we half-know, 
building blocks for buildings 
that rise and fall, rise and fall again. 

Learn to lead as clothing goes back and forth 
between touching your body and hanging on 
its own. 

In the dark, we're moving, 
like mice inside of walls, 
walls that emit and permit, 
a narrow way, an essence 
awoken to another, 

rubbing against the surface 
of the other- 



in the shower of this 

we know not what makes this special 

besides its fountain- 

a fountain narrows the way for form 

to travel, multiplies it, 

flows up or down, 

and in the attic 
barely lived in 
for many years, 

I relearn what brings smiles 
as opposed to silence. 

What dawns have broken upon time, 
what paths have been chosen! 
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The Grains that Survived 


A solitary spec 

in a white expanse of sky 
drifting, enclosed while all goes on 
underneath, and the overcast blankness 
envelopes all, it follows its steps without feet 
and alternately there is the way, 

in another place 

where the human body is pierced by the sun's rays, 
preceding any growth, oh the great light shines down, 
and the crumbs of forbearance, the lens the adults think is 
narrow, so built in a way that cannot be explained 
the way we apprehend the world, inhaling and exhaling 

some say it is not the first life, 
some say we are born into a chain 
and yet it is this life 
that we can see in the light of the sun. 

Some infinite wave 
begins and ends 
in a sentence. 

Perhaps a thread, 
a strand that once was there, 
can never die 

even when we are wracked 
with misfortune, the muck 
that is read as reasoning- 

the way, then, 
it takes a minute or two 
to reach through the received, 
just to receive, just to let yourself 



be molded, knowing this for a change. 
Life is deeper than a fable, 
even though at the end of the trail 
some say that it is a story come and gone. 

Justa chain, 
the string of a kite, 
held tightly 

even when we want to let go. 
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Passing Through 


I dipped my beard into 
the water, it came out 
with a dye- 


with it, I became more camouflaged. 

Surroundings begin 
to court me, even though the word 
in the paper is- the image of me 
may be one of mistake,fluke, hindrance- 

I will never know what light I cast 
in the sea of eyes, 

and yet, I go on, having to just 
let go of this star of a thought, 

but keep it at arms' length, 
retrieving the order 
known as respect. 

For many life is a tomb stone 
with small lights that congregate, 
it is almost as though their breath, 
their labor, is forgotten, 
cast out into the sea. 


I begin and stick my nose 
out of the clay- space 
is a vortex in which brevities 
are bridged. 


Anything can be a soma 



confusion, redemption, regret. 
The same taste may appear 
regardless of fortune- 


and there may be a way 
the masses begin to recount 
what a blessed vision looked like- 
fanned lightly, resting gently 

in the air. 

The time you danced 
and letgo of the sprightliness 
as the dust settled 
and evening began. 

Beginning as a shooting star 
and dying as smoke, 
as the overhead is stained 
and the smoke filters in and out 
of the room. We breathe 
the breath 

of a song's ancestors. 
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Fingerprints 


Touch upon me with 
a dull fingerprint, 
run those fingers 
along the mesh, 
the veil that holds no prisoners, 
the veil that conceals a kiln, 
as you are made to orbit 
the ridges of worlds 

and come out with a breath and a word. 

Come easily, 

among the notation, 

without a desire for trances 

but allowing them all the same. 

Solitary confinement: 
a strand of light pierces. 

Sectioned off among the flora, 
paved over but beholden 
to the same rules- 
sandwiched in between 
myth and atoms, 
tucked away-everyone sees. 

Though the rains come, 
staying without announcement 
of withdrawal, 
the luminous dwells 
in the safe paper- 
almost in another place 
but not quite. Erase, 
erase, and walk past all 
the statues, the laments folded, 
all that is held 



for the sake of passing through, 
omens chopped up into a million pieces. 
Mirages made into houses, 
all devices. We're blotting 
out the forms 

and power is among us yet. 

0 rake that walks, 

I will allow you if 
I can alsodream- 
to wake and complete 
the task of crossing bridges, 
the hours like a basket woven- 
torn by night, 
leaking across time. 
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Now that We are Here 


Compressed, 
the pressure awakens 
in us the opened eye- 

asa new emblem, 

built from the guarded noise 

emerges, 

old as the hills 
but out of nowhere. 

And if you can see 

yourself in an unscathed room, 
or even if you cannot, 
perhaps this gives way 

to a laborious force 

that distance once blotted out. 

Something so ominous, 

right down the hatch. 

We are recognizing 
that we are up against 

a returned level 
of adversity, even if 
the leg has been dragged 

for the sum of the last 
eight years all the same. 
Eightyears 


I thought I was distant 



now we are all underwater 
as the horizon has been chosen. 

Oh space between us- 
bring your binding fables 
into my own palms: 

in exchange I will release what 
has been stored up 
and is rising 

in the haze of this house, 
the windows still small, 
but large enough 

to seethe solemnity 

in those spaces between 

and within. I raise my eyes to a sun, 

emboldened by fixity, 
let loose in its fullness, 
that demands response, 

that demands this nascent bond, 
for something of even more stillness 
is with us still. 

"For you hold a special power in your midst, 
to behold the sacred emptiness that lives." 
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Proud to be a Cuck 


You look and the boats are aligned, 

and you imagine sparks from them touching. 

this is the way it is inevitably 
But a small house has sprayed out a voice 
that twisted the arm of the species, 
and this house is almost indestructible. 

Like other things, 

if it could talk, it would say "I have a face and a name." 

So we may hold it in the light, 
avert our eyes from its stare 
but still imagine it to have been 
blessed by the same glance, 
a fold, a crease among the numberless. 

We do our business here. 

But the holes have formed. 

The sun is no longer a dense platform. 

Men and women look at what they still do, 
who they still are, 

and clench it tight, anemicand proud. 

The wave is towering, 

the storm is announcing itself. 

Hearts racing, the plea: 

"this is what we were formed from!" 

Some funhouse nightmare plays out 
in vessels, silver bullets racing on the screens. 

The whistle blows and all pile out, 

cursing the day. All swim onto the cooling down, 

a distant drum. 


2 . 



Letthe birds surprise one another, 

let the things I once "possessed" 

court new things outside of me- 

my layers are intact, 

and my passivity 

is still notthe same thing 

as my conscience. 

The sunlight slowly emerges overthefield. 
There are two demarcations: 

Netzach and Hod. 

Which is which? 

Netzach, the pearls that nourish, 
flung down upon one awoken, 
like some meat cleaver. 

Hod, the the thing that keeps me 

in the same bathwater, slowly but surely 

awaiting the day, 

when Netzach the meat cleaver 

rings the telephone 

and out steps eternity, 

bitterness and light. 

I have no word to say to you: 

I am proud to be a cuck because if I weren't 
I would not be saying this. 

I retrieve the water from the well 
and fling it backdown, 
and am I really different 
by doing this? 

I know no longer; 

the same bugs that bother you 
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are in the corners of my mind. 

And yet- 

I know not what you do, 

I know not what lurks behind your eyes. 

3 . 

The candle flame burns bright 

upon endeavors 

that are just beginning. 

Count me in, 
though I may run away. 

I will come back time 
and time again. 

Candles burn, 

in the dark of the quartersaq2 
where at times there is sleep 
but mostly there is the groan. 

Just to believe 
is what brings the measures 
of life back to their beginning, 
not safe but not drowning. 



Mezuzah 


1 . 

"Hear, 0 Israel..." 

You will be the receiver of this message 
that in turn is barely heard, 
more seen than heard, 

your face, the gateway 

This disturbance is a need, 

for the flow, the letting down of things- 

to let sweet air come in 

or a salty spray that is to be withstood 

Breathe as you are brought here, 
seek the door that is marked with blood- 
you will see whatthis message commands. 

a narrow piece with parchment inside 

Inscribe them on your doorposts, 
you face, your eyes. 

The comings and goings never cease, 

the blood that is not on your door is in 

and the fragrance of the invitation- 
seen here to be a curse if you leave it alone. 
Letthisbea light upon your path, 



the frail constructions which demand to be carried 


hoping for a pivot to deepen. We say, 

"blessed is mere being, 

the flesh and the causeway," 

as this road is looked upon again, still not shadow. 

The markings 
onyourdoors- 

you are purified and protected 

but not without your input. 


2 . 

"All of these things you're telling me 
are absorbed. Butthis is a staggering weight- 
wheredoes it come from? 

I tell myself, 
among all of this 

that I am in the same field 
as Your light, the love 
that exceeds the best intent." 

We need 

to work around this purity, 
in the absence of a union¬ 
beginning here, ready to be 
made again. 


3 . 



Now the court is dim 
but, "Hear, 0 Israel," 
the speech is still pressing forth. 
The lake of our voice, 
flooding the land. 

An echo is heard- 
refrains from way back when. 

"never again" 

"the pendulum of history swings 
back and forth" 

Call to the neighbors, 
tell them you can make it 
to the circle 

where you'll bring your tossing 
water, tossing upon the rocks 
that tower over you. 

You know your friends' names 
but the slighted eye 
is the amulet 

that you carry in your being. 

The best you can do 
is still aptto look like nothing 
but then the page 
is turned once again, 
the threshold crossed. 

In your memory, 

there dwells the bread of affliction 
and the parting of the sea. 
Sometimes you step back 
and just seethe path, 
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all the parts shining. 

This is both the bread and the sea. 

The markings 
on yourdoors- 

you are purified and protected 

but not without your input. 



4 . 

A New Breath 


159 




Furnace and Fortune 


whatever went into the furnace 
dissolved along with 
the furnace's active role 
as fire maker. 

this becomes the pattern, 
the saying, the seance, 
abrupt scattering of ash 
and leading roles, 
but alabaster statues 
discolor even 
in the sun- 

what is this sun? is it forced forgetting? 
weaving anew? sunbathing? 
wire hangers in open air, 
held tightly 

looking for aloof clothes 

to carry and needn't we worry about economies. 

countenances resting in pieces of silk, the clock tower 
an open stare, familiarity a gauze in the wheel of fortune. 
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Duckies and Piggies 


I'm getting to the wire where wires are crossed. 

The solitary stalk emerged as a golden remembrance. 

I pray that none of us will fall into sorrow, 

the ember of vengeance as the blade becomes to hot to carry. 

This is the only way I can bridge my aptitude with my trough... 
the road becomes the contour within palms of eager counting, 
then slides down, mixing with dirt, debris, texture 
of dismissal and cold seizure. 

But in this light I still can count little hints 
at where a moment really makes its way 
into the hearth of the simple fusion that awakes 
our leverage, in the abyss of merely gripping within 
the way we seem to let the rest notes take hold of 

strong leads into the thrushes, ice picks and craned necks. 

Will we wash away before we can reach the point 
of simple words? I seem stunted, silenced 
by the acknowledgement 

that simply put, this shouldn't be the only thing. 

I saw you in the midst of so many blind spots in my own peripheral vision 
and yet there is a way in which I can find consolation 
within these moments when the dust settles truly. 

Then a whoosh of transition, return home, 

and I have not yet been able to emerge from 

the stuffing of so many miniscule things flattened into plateaus. 

Can you bear this waiting, or are you like us? 



Another Another 


I am in the intrepid ghost of an force that stays in the kinetic eyes. 

I wonder if there will be friction. It's really been the salve 
in a field of other urgencies. 

It swirls around in the tub, frozen yet emerging. 

And there are fables that spin 

as the lore becomes a flake between pillars. 

The sidelines are the only place I can see 
as a burrowing ground. 

But then again, then again. How can it go away? 

Will it go away? Will the dust emerge? Will a sentence 
be broad enough to procure an antidote to a scowl? 

Watch with me as silt forms around the boundaries. 

I can't say it. 

But maybe if we can feel each other's porous gaze 
there's a chance we can talk 
in measured heights. 


163 



The Sequence Continues 


but now i've seen spots and spores, 

flashes of lighting 

but all of it is awash 

when the single bulb is turned on 

andican see you 

in the swimming sanctuary. 

nothing blocks out the way 

what you are 

is bathed in a certain safe light 
where the broken wood bridges 
are notthe thing 
that forms 

your quilt, your constitution 
your breath. 

and if thewindowi look out of is still 
one that faces a scenery where 
things are notshone upon 
by the proper star 
i still have a new way 
of emerging 

now that i have unraveled 
one more layer. 



Woe and Light 


I walkamong hilltops, 

partially formed smoke stacks 

to look for the image 

of a small pail 

with hay falling out of itself 

and the rows of 

veneration that go with it 

for I am looking for the time when 
ideas get locked 
in the warble of litter 
and the ease at which 
I walk 

goes into the faceless dawn. 

It becomes difficult to take these soundings 

as unfounded prompts, for there are resonances 

in a log so hollow 

the simplest mingling 

of seething sustainment 

and jelly-like intergaze 

becomes sharp. 

At the same time there is the page on which 

volumes are no mere table, no mere numerical list. 

The tiny squares cut out in the book 

of where our silence leads 

sing out into sides of eyes, 

watery from 

the missing 

of something that is 

a colorful whale, 
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singing with a slight hoarseness 
in the woe and light. 



Secret Lair 


if all abrasions 

and filters from one reference point to another 
are paid attention to, 
it is still an endless cycle 
a return 

that happens in the spark of brands 

as we pass underneath the overpass 

now littered with new trees, fruits of some 

ulcer-bound industry 

but i still remember 

and i also realize 

this cycle 

lets itself continue 

through the windy nights and dreamed flights 
into the garden of hands 
to let itself 

be in the rocking chair 
of conclusions 

to which we come in partial mornings. 

i left a boulder by the door, 

it looked spinning and ancient 

especially to family 

and then it caught itself in the net 

of a thousand suns 

secretly 

and spent its web 
in the darkened 
knee slide. 

to what audience is this kiss heard? 
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Collective 


there are seeds 

around the intimate, whether 

time begins to form a juxtaposition or a frieze, 

there are times 

in the dust when all the action figures 
come forward 

and sound the same, 
spelling out their needs, 
windows suddenly 

appear to be the favorite candy 
of the one who is backtrodden 
by levers 

and all of the candles melt 
in the great escape, the mantle 
dies, we are ash. 



Button Overlap 


see the thing is our allegiances overlapped 
but well maybe it's all an accessible maze 
when the string comes undone. 

into the world of absences and portals, 
the dust of a star that we share, 
it becomes a mirror off of which reflections 
of our sleeves are cast, 

but we must take the lumps in stride. 

i go along wondering if thetable will ever be arranged. 
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I Paid a lot of Attention to some Mobile Silver Lining, and all I Got Were 
these Silly Parentheses 

no really, 

the tide wishes its own in the cold gust. 

then the eclipsing gives way to the sent 
presences, this is true because the omnivorous 

hoard is still better than this snaky, brittle leaf, 
it is one that breaks in hands, it is dead like the 
rain that is from yesterday. 

it is just that so many signals are sounded out, 

across the littered expanse, it is as if we find a way to project buoys 
and forget about everything else. 

that's not right, i am still organizing 

a thin repertoire, enough to cross the straits. 

i really never wanted a trough that evaded movement. 

this is the best way, this is the road 
between the collapsing of thoughts, 
of frameworks that seem to crash up when 
we finally eye the limber, sad ways. 



Release 


a sea of change for me too, 

or the dew creeps behind the actual leaves. 

and then it is revealed, the seeming boulders, 
the silk of sentences that pinched is just simmering, 
the savored sunset in lieu of feeling 
like a body is in a body, 
that is put aside. 
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It's the World of Elements 


rested on something other than evaporation, 

but the exuding sure brought it to 

a set of match sticks or something 

that was slight but could produce 

something, yet we never quite see the permanent emergence 

because this is not a filtration that tailors to that. 

i see my former eyes undone, but this is only the forefront 

of touch. 

i think about letting you into 

this house made of glass and special fruit. 

it doesn't translate to the washings of frail 

lobes, it hangs as a proposal in the united silence. 

but in months made of meat we may see 

our letters that feed upon wind 

melt in the dustpan of chance. 

and form a pact in the factual walkway. 



Tarotplane 

maybe it was wrong to think about that 

when it was not flesh, or 

just a remnant of something that 

did not pass but merely became a pillar 

in the array of a house. 

in the arching segue, a pebble mesmerizes, 
just as it would 
in a day in May 
of your 15th year 

but there is the way of looking back 
that rubs the eyes into seclusion. 

palpable strains, 
creation of extra narrative 
is a danger 

but then there is the spinning tarot 
that sometimes informs 
listless travelers. 
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To Fetishize and yet there is a Simple Call. Circles. 

honestly, what did the rainbow bring? 

i've learned that in the midst of this there are severed 

calls from a pond that we all are distant from, at least 

in our pulled identification. 

i honestly wanted thatthin beanstalk in the garden, it 

was a finery that in addition to her solidness culled 

the stored laughter from me. now it is the cold hull 

and we are in the dense movement. 

the tarp is not covering us, nor are we flaunting 

the spiky emergencies, distant rays begin to race from one crate to the next. 

the bending of toothpicks just makes our days. 

on the side of the pond, perhaps there are shells and tools, 
forever we may eye digging, i listen to the urge to find out, 
even if it is only sublimated in the attention to distant lives, 
the teething may be found. 



Mist Connection 


i guess i have stuff in the corridor, 

but it will be always the other rampart of the silenced rambling. 

i think that if i take the staff of wood, i will be tissued by great currents, 
wishing for little formulas, wind formed in the jolt of skeletal interjection. 

please know that the leaves formed within the distance, 
between you and us, or whoever, mean something. 

meaning, i just will let the breath take hold of this quivery plane, 
then it will elapse, 

then it will form a bind with this new cape of our time, i am aging in this real 


i am seeing your presence as a dovetailed gift. 



Morning Quintets 


Forthis wind 
it's an inescapable echo 
drinking its seeds 
in the presence 
of winter's air. 

A roof blown out, 
fortitude of stems. 

The apron kept around 
right here, and silk 
found its dual purpose. 

The darkening 
hand of stunted 
water finds its 
goal in undistributed 
sands of bridges. 

Don't look at it, 
don't breathe it, 
although you must be 
among 

its dandelion seeds. 



Speech, Winding 


we know you are talking of the place where the breath is full of continents, 
where underneath the bricolage there's a doll dragged through the floor, 
there is a canopy witnessing and internalizing, it is the coloration 
of the vapor surrounding nervous systems. 

and the golden canopies sunbathe in grimy containers, 
constructed pivot points, but i see the other species too- 
the egg of something that has not turned idea yet- 
the whiplashed turn in feeling out. 

so as i blurt outabridged, numb nerves, 
please consider dominoes came through in 
an avalanche of damp fire. 

there is no opposing opposition, but here is the breakage, 
it is a glimpse of breeze. 
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Geography, Shelves 


auras 

interacting and drenched in 
opaque aptitude, 
any place 
is the place 
where flags are big 
and eyes are wide 

but there seems to be a turn 
underthe bridge 
where multiplicity 
reigns 

and feet whisper 
in the fact 

that they contain hordes. 

this is the place here 
though, where the fire is contained 
in boxes or containers 
and the window remains 
only to be opened 
if it is to be opened forever 
and opened in the idea 
thatyou will hold the hand 
of the same side swipe 
and yet the feet still whisper 
the driftwood still glimmers 
and the rainbow appears 
as a comical stalk. 

maybe there is a place 
like the first 
in which i can know 



the strength of my 
indirect paper nails. 
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Sent Knowing 


the winter sky, 
menagerie of stars 
that interact 

with the mesh and fineries of these 
limp and heavy projections. 

the water that went into the face 

is beneath our toes, the wisp 

of the drag is within ourtouching wavelength. 

i have finally begun my 

proud watering, finally seen the light in the cracked door, 

finally spilled forth 

a nascent imposition, breath comes 

lightly, and i hope that i will know you when 

the spring comes. 



Artist Tropes 


there is just a trajectory 

supported by fungi and a paralysis 

that functions as punctuation. 

it is one that we can see 

in our waking gaps, 

and we can hear in the image of 

the drive at night. 

but it is spinning in the heart 
of a journey led by the hooves of 
memory, only memory 
and fantasy. 

here in the tower, the phantom rose, 

with its thorn, by the table standing low to the ground. 

a spinning disc looks like a dial of a machine, 

and it makes one think somehow 

of the triptych of different eras 

in history textbooks. 

the lesser known effects hum, we can't be sure 
if there are new sensations, technologies that the 
touch hasn't witnessed before. 

cooing, darting, seeking. 
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Platitudes and Eclipses 

What if we really aren't, though? 
is there a cure and then a whisper? 
a finite pointto let us look on the axis, 
become clustered in the grove of things 
beyond platitudes? 

snowmobiles, 

they take the night with their fierce wheels, 
plowing through the reserved night 
and awaiting their next mission. 

there are days when the eclipsed light becomes the 
reaching spectre, the creator of false dins, 
ones which hang from the ornamental interactions. 

rocking back and forth, the body 
is reaching through the gust of walled wind. 

whisked away by bands of solar density, 


a cold amount. 



Weaving Text 


The page 
beneath our feet 
and whistles 
above the reeds 
of fettered 

red, cold silhouettes, 
filtration and creases, 
dues, departures, 
leaks, ducts. 

Then your breath across the music. 

The search beneath waves and patterned cries. 

The use of my tongue in the forest of fattened scarecrows. 

Wistful glances, 
bestowed upon the look 
of searing eyes. 

Big hands, eyes that stammer. 

Dirt underneath pores. Film that cracks. 
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At Least there is This 


there is a leverage between the 
finite, leaping creatures. 

the little emergence of two points, 
one static, one fleeting, 

taking the reigns in the 
retreat into a sound. 

feeling like the board is kept 
on the liquid wall, 

the racing comes 
to a halt 

and finds itself 

under a bridge, refreshed. 



The Diamonds 


the light between arches 

and gauze streaming in plural unions 

the idea of becoming a figure 

the streak of elaborated land, brow sweat 

against the sky of two dancers 

the painless bread 

and the naming ache 

and mastery 

and trickling fault. 
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Patterns but Schemes 


as this flavor trickles down the wall, 
i concoct the scheme to let 
folds of immersion cascade 
into the dense, but movable pushes. 

i'm sorry that 

in the lettering of the stubble, 
the true patterns are clear as day. 
it's just that every time the primed witness 
in me hits the pavement, 

an ancient formula revives 
taken stills. 

i really see golden letters 
in the glimpse of this day storm, 

the licorice that is painful but useful, 
there is a note i am leaving by another door, 
by a permutation of self, 

and it watches as i fold into the quiet 


and bow as feet fall. 



Onions,Tomorrow 


There is of course, 

the feeling that one is shrouded in a wing, 
taken by things other than the gargoyles you met 
when you tried to absorb a strange town. 

but we know now the perils of trying to find home in strangers 
that have always been strangers, now there is a paper receipt sitting 
the space between buildings that pump blood and other nutrients, 
i sit with a net, i walk with a frozen tarp, but the fingers 

of this certain stage mean to notice 
and finally undo knots of bridges 
that only existed in mirrors, 
left to devices in the gully of humility, 

i become truly paralyzed, but there is 
yet another weaving, the fleeing but the acceptance 
of digestion as a process, you saw me leaving 
in times when the spikes finally hit the warm onions. 

can we assemble in our still nascent pores a dual tomorrow? 



The Steak of Silt 


underneath the overpass, 

moss split up into two sub-categories: 

one bleached, 

overheard in sanctuaries of fluorescence, 

yet still the one that bears witness to so many 

jetting shapes- the torsos that immerse themselves 

in gold and refusal, but then the emblems of tilting enclosure 

give way to a new type of moss. It is a cooler, sandier diatribe. 

The rooms in which we walk hold it- it is buoyant 

because it too immerses language, 

this time in a bit more of toned and yet relaxed reflexivity. 

These are swimmers, dust, and echoes.They mean no harm 
but they are vessels and yes, 

conditioned.The boatand its helm rose overthe trading floor, 
it looks the same only now we have moments where it's spotted. 

Can we walk down from the ledge, 

can we see the golden precepts that know boundaries become clustered, 


can we race to the source of genital dust? 



Rumours orTusk? 


There are always bird shapes 

along these frosty panes 

but we can detect beams, silver and abrupt 

in the sockets of the fold, this shocks, because where does 
the palace of intent go when it is not wearing pants? 
the ricochet of rumors, the tidal of obscurity, the low trees 
and witnessing fields, the reddened eye, the scab, the licorice, 

wearing distant clothes that hover in puffs. 

i still believe there is the stem-solid-as-wood element 
to the constitution of these walkers, but racing of the high hills 
are imprints that wane, the creation of indoor carlight, 
it shines upon the temples and reacts to its subject, it forms 

a triangle with suffused dualities, 

and cascades into the image of a hill demarcating. 

we talk of our semblance and then we slither. 
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Library Segments 

through a way with chimneys, 
furnaces, 

the rest of the time I am pining for the cup and the empty room. 

life stands, 

vulgar and pregnant, 

the less-forgotten nods to the debris lead me into the chases, 

but still, the grace of stick-born narratives loosen their grip 

and out of it comes a cloud. 

kneeling on the floor, the lick of one image sustains. 

it is a room captured in a fever dream. 

there are rows of corn husks 

they are immersed in the light's refraction, 

and the change of the light is the change of buildings. 



The Quest to Find Absolutism in A Nondescript Gutter,Then the Beard of 
Enclosure 

nets of stars cast out into 
frame of dense spilling. 

the spooned weight, the good fortune of being about on this milky disturbance, 
it is a stone that makes my ear find a ringing and that is the rhetoric 

that is the secret envelope, what do I do now that I heard a layer of dust pile off? 

in hopes of finding galaxies within some mercurial dissonance, 

I gaze at the thunder's curl. 

I continue to try for a feeling of control 

in the hatch-light of oval pursuit. 
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Silence, Meetings 


absolute 

left gesture of silence, 
the sheath, peels itself off 

and what is left are the teeth marks 

of the moving breath, the lack of windows butthe reaching air. 

it is here where the wisps of cobweb are born, 

but so important as we are folding our hands through the origami of space 

do we meet here in this tiled expanse, the rake does itself justice, 

no matter where it came from, left out in the rain, we are spinning with shadows, 

dancing with their spinning form. 

the dirt of less time folds into renewal, the recreation of thought 
restores polar diagrams 

to their rightful mantle, which is to say, the absolutes come 
inside a necklace, they are the 
sequenced pendants. 

i recognize the valor in the well, but where do we spin to once we see that we 
are on a hill looking north and freezing? 



Roaring Twenties 


roads, layers ago, 
the rope snapped 

and begun to bind itself to new trees, 
textures in the hump of the dawning form. 

i saw this happen and knew it was 

a bastardization 

of the sweep I began earlier, 

but the truth was, i had seen the swaths of smog 

and had known there was more to it than trees and combs, 
the resting of my eyes was vacant or tumbling, 
the landscape breathed new great breaths, 
but in spite of the solace of the landscape, i knew 

that the rough ended findings plummeted me into arrows 
that did not have fixed targets, the clapping of hands increased, 
the spinning of oceans was in the blood and the air, the friends 
were more of the sinewy kind, but even they could not see 

why such a stutter and a stalling had stumped me. 

west of here, the traces of gold glinted and 
time stepped in and out of the view of caves. 
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Terra-form 


bending around in the jungle 

of terra-form and silk focus, 

the left i see cradling the only wood arrangement, 

the tiny dresser replication, hanging and dangling, swaying with wind. 

crumpled up tissue born from heaps of over-spent emergencies, 
falling upon dew of plastic, the precipice of exited formation, 
the footstep of stake and blending, the tooth mark of another yearning, 
the anonymous wind of the accumulation. 

in time we see our fortune spent and returned, 
spanning from rust to dungarees, the swipe 
of the rest is a fulcrum of still branches, blades 
in the dew of volcanoes. 

form a bridge, if you can; the seeing eyes of this form-filled 
giant are waiting. 



Can You Find it in This Light? 

automations, golden folds, 
and the walking of prairies 
beneath sea floors. 

why give away the secret, he asked, 
when so many grooves upon the ground 
let the hairfall upon the ash? 

then the tide came in, people whispered 
and it was mostly not made out by his ear. 

the feet of millions let its paw grace the outline of his upper ear, 

and slithered west to find its light, the bridge continued being encased in a 

that only caring can make, the listless forms bulged, the time was wary. 

miners in droves carried the body of a thought and let it be resurrected like 
person they prayed to. the shadow of the leaves at night, it does this too. 



Anticipation of the Side-Pocket 


Every year is a watery harvest moon., 

sequestered in the image of heaving wisps of laundry through a vent. 

Every time I glance in your direction there is the feeling of comfort, 

for I still believe you are the ember of something greater than the dull sweeping. 

Vines grow in the assembly hall, you sleep in the wild of day. 

The machines of discomfort gnaw in the sanctuary of rustling springs. 

Seeking a vintage arrow, I glance in the lines of palms. 

The distant hunger of my own body emerges in seaweed of ache. 

Where are we going underneath this umbrella? 



Tidal Shift 


underneath the bridge, 
masks dilate themselves 

to be freed by the wind, the kite arches 
to be beneath a concept, but to no avail, 

the freedom that we carried for is the old stone. 

i will walk with you 

even though there is a wavering strength 
as i spend my vision 
in the abrupt light. 

the time is receding 
but the use of waiting 
remains an open question. 
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Hymnal, Precipice 


a dream betwixt gold and silver- 
eggshell patterns inscribed on the face 
of people in their hatch 
and making it known 

that it is not impossible for an apron to walk across the floor by itself, 

get sullied by times and emergences, speech still coats the forefront, 
we clasp the bells 

and tie together ribbons to set a blister free, but we still return 
to small craters in the space that captures sun. 



Out of Slumber 


fabled equations, 
lore caught by a trail of numbers, 
the mind clumps together rote walks 
but speech cradles the beams 

inside the castle, the tumble of feet mean that it is time to emerge. 

spikes like girders and storms like cabooses, 
the whole mask disappears, the freight of collision 
not a fright but a cloud hovering a couple 
of feet above ground, the conductor speaks, 

the trail is lit, bugs have congregated in little rooms 
where light can incubate like a fetus, 
the shadow of a suit and a row of seats do let themselves 
be numbed to the greater textile. 
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Love Poem 


is it a breezy automaton structure, 

steel interlocutors that cast holey leaves from one 

gesture to the next? 

or is it really your constituents that make me revel 
in a new glue? 

the sign posts in the desolate road 
seem to point towards a new foundation 
for you and for me 

but if the possibility you spoke of before is just too much, 

would it be scandalous 

for me to brush candle wax and frozen drinks 

off your shoulders? 



ok, but it's still cute 


the life within resurrected form, 
or, the stones that are standing in a line, 
free to question the racing dials. 

the urgency of a moment inside of the mesh, 
the seething distance a moment can make. 

thefeetthat scamper in light, 

the sections of sulfur and the repayment of gold in still portraits. 

the seeking, the bow, the feet in which no hanger can stand, 
the writing of breath upon a body, 
the whiskers of form. 

the lint of falsehood, 

the actuality inside of the more buoyant room. 

the feet inside glass, 
the fist inside a jar. 
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Apprehending 


i scamper around, 
i suffuse memories 
with steel plates 

i walk in the tube-light, 

the floating body and ghost sheet immerses its ropes 
in the restful water. 

the face of the rite cascades into view, 
it is plain, butthere is disequilibrium 
or at least the anticipation of it. 

winged bats, 
lovely storms. 



Scallywags 

the looming steam banks, 
hovering with stripes 
of barber poles and rickety strands 
of silk and other finite pals. 

dense whip of freight, the disturbing of 
doors, the right in the colony, 
the echo of fright, the sickly tooth of one 
who has become frozen in a tablet of ice 

and still passes reddened strands in the ticking. 
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The Late Yard 


face pressed against stone, 
the sign thatthere is string but it is 
kept bound to the floor. 

i thought it would be a good thing, 

if i could keep under pavement and watch fights in the sky. 

the letters i write in the secrecy of home 

are flying through the window and into 
the moss and the constellated markings, 
to flee i must let the stream run narrowly. 



Inching Towards Whatever, I Wave My Arms Up and Down 

a continuous process, 
leaflets, and holes eaten by bugs 
in the light's departure, and the space 
between definitions 
of an appearance- 

a lettering of imposition 
that lets the proclivity towards taking 
platitudes into account 
be taken into a corner space. 

punishing that proclivity, for it is the death of the crust, 
the taunting of the fully coherent mantle, 
and this is to say that coherence 
spills in the form of bats but also barges. 

leaking through, i want to see you in a new occasion, one bettered by 

what i think may be happening, 

but i merely want to breathe light onto the gratitude i've felt 

for a long time, the risk of revealing 

whatever tagged along is known, but i know that with receiving 

the news, you will see my shadow fuller. 
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Automation 


the wisp of promises 

in the din of the river, 

goes laughing with fronds. 

we watch the people exchanging eyes and 

then the fortitude is gone. 

the water rises, 

we glide and receive, 

the unique voice 

of the traveling 

filter that whisks our wishes. 

there is a concern in these pages, 

the letter fully written but the pen signing 

a signature that is inconclusive, the idea 

that we can change at will is perceived but as hands interlock 

from a distance, the road travels its own way. 



Montage 

there's the urge to plant a shiver 
upon potted plants, 
or let the face to face 
encounter dilate the webs 
we found in the shed. 

the tongue of the asphalt is raging on 
with this question of how i could ever find 
the new racket without stepping 
into the green lawn of rhythm, 
it is another day in the sulfate warmth, 
another week of feeling 

held up by utensils, dodging the rake. 
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Remembrance 


funny how in these long months 
my eyes have scaled pines, the wisps and flutters 
of cobwebs that spun 
in the already formed air. 

it was once told to me again and again 
how the habitations of mine had been proven 
to be not in the gold light of receiving and shifting, 
and the light that i saw was not a guiding one. 

i've waited so long to merely be in touch with this salient light that swarms in 
and out of our view, 

that connects this voice that is mine to my receiving of your's. 
it looks like something has changed but the answer is not to be found 
simply by rotting out the curiosity 

with rays of falling tallises. 

at the same time, we are in between days and the filter is my only caption. 



Eyes 


the pole tilts and we are pre-emptively guarding our hands, 
will you be there by the swing, and the infinite swarm 
of downhill rapture? 

the eyes that knew you, the eyes that made a start, 
the eyes that see you in the glowing charts, 
the eyes that see you in dampened junctures, 

we are here and my promise is to remain immersive yet capitulated 
because the time is the only web of stamps. 
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In the Gazebo 


brittle irony coats the embers 

of the now cooked leagues, 

the little ears 

underneath the grass 

do emerge fully pressed to windows, 

and we have begun the testament to whatever 
divulges our waving subjectivity. 

the pieces that are given are hopefully cradled by hands 
in the noon of the slumbering wind. 

i think we will pass through and 
fall into the packed mattress gazebo, 

and the eyes that find us in here will see 
the once familiar way 
i went about 
forming intents. 



This Trail 


was perhaps the 
eyeballed erasure 
in the hedges 
when we walked 
in the living room 
underneath 

trees and tinkling edges. 

buti really did not know 
howto say to you 
yes, you are the person 
who may make me human again. 

i don't know how to say it now, 
now that we are in the race of time, 
and so much unseen silt 
has been stored in our veins. 

it is merely the chance to find a balance between constantly being 
aware of one's traces of wilted corn or dirt, 
and letting oneself emerge with a slate of smoothed density 
despite all that preceded, that i see you encouraging, 

and that is why, friend, you are seen by me as important, valuable. 
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Aftermath 


clutching a candle in 
the small house, 

you are a confrontation from the old life, 
the corridors that hold crumples 
do swing, i avert my eyes, 
but still there is the feeling that the lawn 

is better when there's a spark of connected energy. 

time will tell whether something that i 
watch over will become the small branch. 

i wonder what i said, how it became, 
in the land of other vines and sources. 



Whereabouts 


An almost cliched liminality, 
born from strife and undone hands, 
the water in the basin still flows, bodies 
form arches and bridges in 
a space where friendship is politicized. 

The spice of life whittled down into new groves, 
and still the fire pit makes its presence be heard. 

Listless forms and leaning towers, 
speech amplified. Voice in a tunnel, 
but this is perhaps in the passage 
to dense agreement. 

Only time will undo this bad blood, 
the stems of our former sticks 
beside newly opened shops. 
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I Acknowledge It 

walls, brownstone, 

life encumbered in a nest of seaweed, dried fruit 

then washed into platforms, evasive needs, 
the feeling that luxury is present, all dolled up, 
elusive yet nostalgic, 

this feeling in the trance that wakes me 

the sight of others, the plans of milk machines, 

and the wisp of cotton. 

the truth is i am aware of the shaky but stabilized plane- 
the shore is a great one, the excuses are shortened, 

my pen is merely a stylized emblem, 
but this word is what i mean 

in your hands you will be interested 
in your platform 

or the rust and husks will accompany you- 
i know that just by speaking i appealed to something good, 


thankyou in yourarmor. 



Whirlwind 


there was an interview where he said 

that outside of this palace of eternal recurrence 

there is a flower that bursts 

and that we can see alignment in these ghastly frames 

at times, he said, at times, and that he was working toward a time, 

working toward a time while in time, a state of silence or 

grace in which these clumps could come. 

still i sit, pelvis wagging and watching, 

dick in a fury of unknown colors. 

pains in back, roving eye, 

recollection in tides of remembrance, speeches said to oneself, 
if this is a way to be, is there an unfortunate end? 
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Letter 


if i ever said "help me" 
in drawn out phrases 
and dotted lines, 

it was merely because 
someone had said 
that the power of osmosis 

is strong enough to be dense 
and authoritative. 

but now i realize that i just wanted 
to see you even on the sidelines, 
and say hello. 

there are several departures, 
several incisions, that happen in the base 
of conversations, and 

i still have further questions, not even about us, 

but the way something such as our presentation, its manifold delusions 

and diatribes, is playing out in a general sense, 

whether i can even be seen in this tide, for i lose sight of what is fixative, 

but i also collapse into it in this way. 

this is not about us, it is a feigned crystallization 

of a broad "we." 

i suppose this collapse has its inevitable belch: 

"there are jaws, there are sinews 
of mountain rocks, and i describe myself 
between hidden patterns. 



let me feel you in the base of an argument, no matter how 
elliptical and doomed it is." 

but in any case, the sun is setting slower 
and gaps between precision meet each other 
like teemed antlers. 
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Whereabouts II 


I watch as things play out- 
smoke stings the hilltops 

the cast and characters blanket themselves 
with inclines and dots, 

the sticking sulfur, it waves a pattern, 
and gives us something to carry, 

a weight, and i listen for the call 
of a bell 

in the mercury of stores and fields 

for it is the mere factthatiam calling from inside 

wishing myself well, even though 
caverns avert their eyes 

from their contents, and the flowers wave autonomously. 


oh to be in the left-field bed spread. 



Sunrise and Sunset 


everyone is looking for coat hooks 

and all i want is a dream in discolored stained glass windows. 

the dream would carry its own scent, 
the life would breathe onto 

a narrative born into feet. 

the quotation would be its own force. 

and while statues may be all this is 
it is true that i believe into forces. 

the life that stands is nestled in our awake figures, 
why project these stories onto me 

when fightand flightare miniscule apparitions 
and the disc of ellipses shines bright 

even in Kantian sunsets? 
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Letter II 


would you accept me broken in a sense 
in the gully of all these wishes 

i have no idea if you are interested in finding tapestries 
now that you are in the dense 

this is the water i tread, it is the ring of sequences that i gulp, 
this ring is my fire, 

when i see you i have become the lighter form, 
and i do not see you in the world of specificity, 
but i went to the furnace and decided that furniture can help. 



Whereabouts III 


i do want to merely 

stand on the ground, 

let stamps merge with the magnetic skies 

i dreamt of as a kid, 

in the city where the trees do sway. 

i lost the innocence to carry on, 

but let myself bathe until i felt the images of 

simple trios of flames 

in the dark 

carry me to illusions 

i could hold high. 

i litter, i wrestle, i glue stars to the beams. 
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Lens Clear 


1 . 

the race to plant something 

on the nape of courses, wood and rouge makeup 

the lease on tubes, pieces of plaster 

and inside of the tunnel we were embarking on something that could only be 
explained by immanence and 
narrow planes. 

i knew that if i blew onto the image of these damned buildings, 

the image of a recognition 

that they are not only damned and ruthless, 

the coloration anew would 

form new sunspots 

butihad no idea 
where this process went 
in the encounter 

of those who don't mean to smash 

but simply often cure or arrange things on shelves. 

i met you in my youth, i met the actual eyes 
of all of the songs and voices, 

and trembling i reached for whatever i had to share in anecdotes 
and i stood, striking gestures 
in the downhill stretch. 

2 . 

the frost had bitten the trees 
this winter 



and you had told me about 
what had been going on 
around the the time 
when i had seen them in parades. 

there was an experiment. 

i had to rewind, take into account 

that a body is the house of a special spear. 

i felt funny because i didn't know 

how to tell you more of my imprints of the long summer 

and why this all mattered 

and why i felt a new brush of air 

when i realized i had to let down the phrasing of archetypes, 

take it down from the wall, 

a poster to be witnessed merely in brackets now. 

3 . 

my word, 
isaid, 

between semesters made of cheese and icy yarn- 
there are so many funny pears on this tree, 
you told me that there was only one banana 
and everyone looked with the same weary eyes towards 
the buildings. 

i realized that since those years 
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of longing for identity 

i had learned of the smokescreens 

that could not be taken down by way of mere 

salient reaches 

butthis was all still stubs 

like before. 

4 . 

the love 
was all 

i thought i could hold it 

5 . 

it is as though there are 
x-rays of concepts 
and blue lighting, 
ultra-violet rays intermixed with 
receipts. 


and we sing, cradling both 



steaming with different rancidness. 

the grease and the breath, 

the contempt 

hidden away 

and then released. 
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